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PRAISE DEPARTMENT: 

1 made a New Year's Resolution to 
praise what I like, so am starling with 
your magazine. 1 like your earths ap¬ 
proach Thank you for a magazine that 
men can really appreciate — Carl C. 
Rhodes, Miami. Florida. 


Being in the film business. I'm nat¬ 
urally exposed to mans beautiful women, 
but none can compare with those in 
your magazine. Keep up the good work. 
— Chris Paulding, Albany, New York. 


HURRAHS FOR SPREE’S 
1961 CALENDAR: 

I just purchased a copy of SPREE 
1961 Calendar. Great, man. great! — YV. 
Keller. Park Ridge. New Jersey. 


I bought your SPREE 1961 Calendar 
and like the fact that ail 12 months are 
in color. Y'our price is right and I like 
the size of the pictures very much. — 
John Jones. Slatington. Pennsylvania. 


It happened to be a lucks incident that 
friends of mine sent me a SPREE I9M 
Calendar, pictures of which proved to 
be a real hit over here in Germany. — 
Ernst-Hcrbcrt Zabcl. Duisbcrg. West 
Germany. 


I have seen your address in Turkey, 
saying that the SPRFIE 1961 Calendar is 
published by yourself. This calendar is of 
great interest to me. and would kindly 
request you to send it to my address. — 
Koco Derinkoylu, Istanbul. Turkey. 
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In this game, only the cheater won the blonde!! 


With each 
breath Debby 
took, her 
white, skin- 
clinging dress 
flowed up and 
down like molten metal. 
John Cook watched her sit¬ 
ting there, and felt the key 
in his pocket. lie had the 
thing licked. 

Debby Wright always 
railed him a runt. To hell 
with that. Tonight he 
would make up for it. To¬ 
night he wanted in on her 
Saturday night game. And 
he couldn't wait for that 
“Come On" part of it. 

“John." she whispered. 

He thought she was 
doing it to be cute or some¬ 
thing. He never expected 
her to look at him there, 
not like that. Not among 


all those heavy 
fishermen and 
tall 1 u m he r- 
jacks w h o hit 
Matt s Bar in Bock- 
bay Harbor. lie 
knew she liked big men. 

That famous low whis¬ 
per got him. She sure 
enough had it. I lot as a 
firecracker, they said. 

“John, any short circuits 
today?" 

He was the town electri¬ 
cian. Now he knew she was 
trying to be funny, but he 
took it. “Not today." he 
said, “but if you ever need 
me. 1*11 be around." 

She laughed. 

T wo giants 
jostled in be¬ 
tween them, 
p u s h e d his 
stool roughly 


from the bar. He didn’t ob¬ 
ject. He knew Axel and 
Cius. F.acli one of the Can- 
son boys stood six feet six. 
and together they weighed 
over a quarter of a ton. 

"Hey. Matt." Gus shout¬ 
ed. "Two doubles. Quick." 

They wen* both looking 
at Debby. 

Axel, the older brother, 
gulped his glass empty. 
“Listen, you guys." he said 
to the crowded room. "We 
heard about Debby’s little 
game, and tonight one of 
us is going to win it. Iley. 
Debby?" 

Some red faced lobster- 
man told him to shut up. 

Debby didn't say 
anything. I forced 
lips sort of curled 
out. glistened 
with moisture. 


HAVE 
KEY 


WILL 

LOVE 


Hv Moss Tad rack 
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Thr bartender bent over quickly, 
hitsed in John's ear “Man, this is 
no night for you. Better scram. 

John felt his key again and had 
no thought of leaving. He wanted to 
see Debby s famous dance. 

The place was full, and it was 
about time. She looked around at 
hard faces, at bnght. hard eyes She 
stood up. wiggled seductively. “OK. 
boys.” she said. “Give me some 
space “ 

Suddenly silent, they all moved 
back 

Debbv climbed a stool and then 
stepped to the bar. She was ready. 
She didn’t have to excite them in 
that way. but it was part of her 
game. Part of something about her. 

Tsuallv a woman who shows her¬ 
self needs music, like in a burlesque 
show Debbv didn t need any; she 
just walked*the bar. Every inch of 
her flowed. 

John couldn’t take his eyes off 
that white dress. It coated her 
breasts, her full hips. 

Women have taken off dresses for 
thousands of years but no one ever 
got the power out of it that Debbv 
did. She played slowly, very slowly 
with her zipper, then let go of it. 
Her long white fingers started ca¬ 
ressing her forehead, ran dow n her 
cheeks, her neck, when they crossed 
her breasts every man breathed 
hard. Her hands went down, ca¬ 
ressed down and down like flaming 
drops of metal. They moved in across 
her bellv, and then down. She 
pushed them so hard that the dress 
seemed to pick up the outline of ev¬ 
erything underneath. 

John fell the sweat standing out 
on his forehead, his pulse pounding 


in his ears. 

Her hands stroked slowly down to 
her tin's Then she stood up *nd 
moved as if a frantic passion tore 
at her 1 She caught her zipper. ripped 
in down, grabbed her dress and 
seemed to tear it from her body. 

She tilted her head back, laughed. 
She shook the shingled waves of her 
dark blonde hair, and it looked like 
one roaring flame. 

John stared. 

She stood now in her white bra 
and white panties and then waved 
her dress at the men. “Like it. boys? 

She didn’t expect an answer. She 
faced them, leaned far over back¬ 
wards, spread her legs wide, and 
every' eve went to those white 
panties. 

John wiped his forehead. It was 
almost too much for him. He had 
heard about it a dozen times, but 
he'd never seen it until now. He 
knew just one thing. He just *knew 
he had the right key. 

Very slowly, she stood up. cupped 
her hands over her breasts for a 
second, and then slid her dress on 
again. She zipped it up with one 
quick yank. 

“OK.” she said, “You know the 
rules.” 

For a second, she caught John s 
eye He thought she winked at him, 
but he mav have imagined it. 
“Bi >vs," she said. “It can only be one. 
You know what I mean?” 

They Mood there. Nobody said a 
word. 

I.)ehhy walked to the bar. Matt, 
the bartender, pushed a big card¬ 
board box out to her. John knew 
what was in it. A lot of padlocks 
and a lot of keys. 

She squatted down, picked out a 
padlock. It had a little cord tied to 
it and she looped that over her neck. 
The padlock lay between her breasts 
like an egg in a nest. The padlocks 
were the same make. The keys were 
the same make, but only one key 
fitted that lock. It was stuck in it 
now. 

“How many men are there?” she 
asked the bartender. 

“Twenty.” 

“OK, deal out the cards,” she said.. 


"From one to ten in spades, that's 
one to ten - and from <me to ten 
in diamonds, that's eleven to twenty. 

Got it?” 

Nobody said anything They knew 
that was the order in which they got 
a chance at picking the right key, 
and with the right key — Debbv 

Matt shuffled the cards for a long 
time. F. very body was quiet. The 
strain showed in their faces. They 
walked bv slowly and each took a 
card from the bunch Matt held up. 

John drew' a five of diamonds — 
fifteenth place. But it didn’t matter. 
That sure didn't matter now. 

“OK?” 

Everybody looked up at her. | 

“This is it." she said and held the j 
brass key up in the light. “Anybody j 
want to see it?” J 

John knew all about tliat, had j 
counted on it carefully. He knew 
what happened then too. The key i 
was placed in a little white envelope. 1 
It was dropped in a box with all the 1 
other little keys in little white j 
envelopes, and then Matt shook the | 
hell out of them. When that was f 
finished. Debbv picked them out one 
by one. arranged them in a neat row 
on the bar. It was all part of her 
Saturday Night's game. 

She repeated her question: “Any- | 
body want to see it?” 

"Yeah.” Axel Ganson said. 

She gave it to him. I 

"Will it work’” he asked. 

“Want to try it?” | 

"Sure” 

"Go ahead." She bent over, the 
padlock swung out, and he tried it. 
The key worked fine. 

“Anybody else?" 

“Yes,” John said, but he found his 
throat hurt, it was so tight. 

“OK, here," she tossed him the 
key. It was all up to him now, and 
every eye in the place was watching 
him. This had to be good. 

He turned the key over, looked at 
it. His own key was hidden between 
his fingers. He then put her key up 
to his mouth and bit it, as if he were 
trying to see if it were gold or some¬ 
thing. The men laughed. When he 
took the key out of his mouth, he 
switched it for the one he had 
f Continued on pog* 21 J 
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y MAID 
L FROM 
'NIPPON 

rer since Puccini u rate the opera, 
“Madam Butterflythe irest- 
ern world has been aware 
of the gentle charm and 
femininity of the oriental 
r maiden. These shy, grace- 
. ful creatures hai e been 

an enriable contrast 
to the domineering, 
emancipated fe¬ 
male we hare 
to deal with 
in our more 










This Beauty 
Distributes Her 
Petite Proportions 
Over A Dainty 
4’9” Frame! 


cated" western society. 

And today, with plays such as: 

Flower Drum Song.” "The World of 
Susie Wong," and "Teahouse of 
the August Moon.” a new emphasis 
has been placed on the physical 
beauty of the oriental woman, with 
her soft voice, almond skin, and pe 
tite but shapely form. 

Most important, the modern ori 
ental woman is the rare combination 
of a thoughtful, loving female who 
strives to please her man, and at the 
same time now has the worldly 
"sophistication" that was always the 
one enviable quality of the western 


woman. 











Want To Take A 
Nice Hot Bath? 
This Little Lady Is 
An Excellent 
Japanese Back 
Scratched 


The pictures shown hero of a 
charming young oriental maiden art 
a parfact example of the complete 
change in standards regarding nu¬ 
dity and sok in the Japanese world. 
In tho old days, to have such a young 
and respectable girl pose in the nude 
for a photographer would be un¬ 
thinkable and would bring shame 
and disgrace both on the girt and her 
family. 

But today tho Japanese are less 
shy, less rigid in their regard of the 
human body as something private. 
Now they share the Western attitude 
of unashamed pride in a beautiful 
figure, and they race each other in 
their attempt to show off their attri¬ 
butes for the world to see and to 
admire. 

Now they want everyone to be¬ 
come aware of the true beauty of the 
Japanese woman, with her charm¬ 
ing, gentle face and manner, and pe¬ 
tite, but firm, exciting body. Finally, 
East has met West, and the results 
are well worth the wait! 
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THE PHOTOGRAPHS YOU ARE 
LOOKING AT ARE IN SOUND! 

SPREE presents a revolutionary new 
idea in magazine entertainment! 
For the first time, you will be able to 
HEAR and SEE a picture story 

in action! 






* 






On the following pages a mischievous, 
girl-filled SPREE story will COME TO 
LIFE before your very eyes and ears! 
















ON SOUND 


SPREE has filmed this picture story using motion 
picture technique. You move in slowly for an intimate 
close up. leisurely pan across the subject, then dissolve to 
an extreme low angle, revealing the statuesque 

fullness of the figure. 
As you read the picture story on these pages, you 
will SEE two beautiful girls and a guy romp on a deserted 
beach, fighting, flirting and fooling, as only 
people on a SPREE can do! 
And not only will you be able to SEE their adventures, 
but you will also be able to HEAR them on a hi fidelity 
phonograph record that SPREE recorded right at the 
scene of the action! The soft, sultry voices of the two 
girls in intimate conversation with the guy; the roar 
of the waves breaking on the shore —and the 
giggles of the girls as the salt water splashes over them; 
All these sounds are captured on SPREE S special 
record! And added to these exciting LIVE SOUNDS is a 
michievous musical score which will put you in 
just the right mood to fully enjoy SPREE ON SOUND! 
To learn how you can receive your personal copy 
of this special SPREE record, read the full details on 
page 20. But first, relax and enjoy the 
picture portion of SPREE ON SOUND! 



One sunny Sunday morning I took a seiy blonde on a date to 
a secret beach I knew about, where we could sit in the sun, 
swim and get to know each other better with no one around to 
spoil our fun 






When we got to the beach, I noticed for 
the first time that the bikini top my date 
was wearing under her sweater was filled 
to the brim with luscious, firm curves' 


I yawned like I was a little sleepy from 
the warm sun, and my date got the idea 
right away 1 So she suggested that we lie 
down and rest before going for our swim. 


W>th her brief white bikini contrasting 
fabulously against her smooth tanned body, 
she leaned over me and wiggled her finger 
invitingly for me to jom her in a certain 
outdoor game. 


I figured that it might be fun to play 
hard to get. so I told her that I wanted to 
rest for a while by myself and for her to go 
swimming She got mad and kicked sand in 
my face’ 


Well, that caught me by surprise 1 
watched her cute body moving as sh# 
shnked towards the water She looked grea 
even from the rear’ But then I notice 
someone even greater 1 






We lay side by side on the hot sand, and my date giggled when I accidentally 
tickled her ribs Her sweater fell open as she moved her body to avoid my tickling 
fingers, and by cautiously peeking I could get a great view of her full, ripe bosom 
that was practically popping out of the bikini top ! 


She fcnew • u 
stood jc and d 
as she pulled c 
perfect .*»ew of 
tight capns' 


Wow' I thought, would I like to meet that 
babe' But I was afraid my date would catch 
me at it. and i was feeling sleepy from the 
warm sun. so I closed my eyes 


SHE was lying on the sand at the other end of the beach, and even at that distance away 
I could tell that this babe was fantastically built' Her beautiful big bust was partially hidden 
by a multi-colored beach towel, but the part that was showing was more than enough to 
please anyone s imagination’ And, lucky me, she was looking right at me and smiling a "hello 


She looked at me and grinned in a wonderfully inviting way — like saying. ‘ Come here, 
honey." Wow! The bosom that had been peeking out at me before was now fully revealed 
— and it was even more fantastic than I had imagined' And the rest of her was every bit 
as bountiful and beautiful — What a dreamboat' 


That warm sun really must have hit me, 
because as soon as I closed my eyes, I 
started having the greatest dream! There 
was this Busty babe — stripping out of her 





Once she knew that she had me looking, she rolled over teasmgly And the things she said 
to me m her honeyed voice made my ears blush* Finally, she stood up on those long shapely 
gams. and. still sighing mvitmg things to me. glided over the hot sand towards me. caring 
only her sun hat for shading* 


On'y n my dreams do girls act as sexy as 
she did' l m too shy to repeat it. but the 
word swing might give you 3 very vague 
idea' — So guess what she did next 1 


All of a sudden in my dream she is on a 
real swing which had nothing to do with 
what she had whispered to me about but 
even so. the sight of her body was great' 


Her pale white skm gleamed against the 
sun as she swung higher and higher on the 
swing, with the blue sky outlining her beau 
tiful bosom in an exciting way' 


And that s when I woke up' Damn it' But 
ien i looked up sleepily, disappointed 
at i had just been dreaming, I found her 
andmg there —- really leaning down to 


I got up fast' There she was’ — Oh. she 
was wearing her bikini now, but what the 
hell 1 This was some woman' I put my arms 
around her and looked hungrily into her 


Maybe I looked too hungrily at her 
don t know But before I could get mv hp 
next to hers, she was shoving an apple »nt 
my mouth’ 





Then we were madly dancing to the music 
of the waves' Our hearts were in tune and 
we were oblivious to everything and every 
one but each other 1 — Phooey on my other 
date' 


And as she twisted and turned on the 
swing, her body was sent spinning around 
and around as it swung up and down, so 
that I was given a fantastic view of every 
curve in motion! 


She knew what a kick I was getting out of watching her swing, and she smiled a wicked 
smile at me. and her eyes glowed with smoldering invitation. Suddenly, the swing dis¬ 
appeared and she was standing right m front of me. looking down at me and coaxing me 
to get up' 





V 



ON SOUND! 


And where was my other date 7 Having a 
ball by herself with the ocean 1 She was so 
warmed by the summer sun that she 
stripped out of her bikini top and giggled at 
her boldness 


Bur Ti) date s invitation was lost on me I was having too much fun of my own with the 
bustv babe' And she was describing the color of her hair and eyes, the shape of every big 
and little curve of her body, and what each one measured She even offered to let me 


Picking up a juicy cream pie from our 
picnic basket, she sJowly advanced towards 
me, muttering dire threats, her emerald 
eyes blazing with the fury of a woman 
scorned! 


Then she walked right down to the wave 
and got a kick out of feeling the salt spra 
wash all over her tanned, glistening, su 
perbly curvaceous body And she sighed « 
delight 




When my date saw what I was domg. she 
lost all thoughts of pltasart. Now all her 
thoughts were of rtveoga! Her pretty face 
twisted into anger as she bawled me out! 




Throwing up her arms in ecstacy. she 
thrilled to the sensation of the warm waves 
dashing against her form, as they rushed 
m and receded, leaving salt water clmgirg 
to her 




Then she quickly put her bikini top on and 
started down the beach towards me with 
murder in her eyes’ Her long blonde hair 
was whipped by the warm wind as she ran 
toward me’ 



And then the busty babe spotted her and 
screamed 1 She knew that in this case she 
was “the other woman." and she expected 
to get that pie thrown right in her beautiful 
face 1 



Finally, she went back to her beach towel to dry off Her body 
was tingling with energy She was exhilarated from the d3Shmg 
of the waves against her body, and she was very definitely in the 
mood for some fun! Her eyes glimmered in a seductive glow and 
her lips puckered in mischievous invitation 


PH 



I looked up’ There she is. standing an 
grily over us. her hand poised to throw that 
creamy pie in somebody s face’ Surely, she 
isn't going to throw it at me’ I am innocent! 


1 



Ugh! There's nothing worse than a 
creamy pie in the face on a warm sunny 
day! Why do these things have to happen to 
me? How I’ll end up with neither of these 
beauties! 






YOU HAVE JUST SEEN SPREE ON SOUND. 
NOW LEARN HOW YOU CAN HEAR IT AS WELL! 


SPREE has hired the finest sound engineers to produce a special hi-lidelity recording 
of the sound track that accompanies the SPREE ON SOUND photos. 

For eleven full minutes you will hear the actual voices of the guy and his girts, lauding, loafing, 
playing — with the roar of the waves in the background. These natural sounds, which were recorded at 
the scene of the action, have been supplemented by the romantic music of a full orchestra, to put you 
in just the right mood to enjoy SPREE ON SOUND. 

Using the R.I.A.A. hi-fidetity curve. SPREE's engineers have pressed this exciting track on a top- 
quality. non-breakable vinyl 45 r.p.m. Extended Play record. This insures your getting the finest sound 
available on record today! 


■ i 

So. to fufly joy this unique audio-visual exp erience, wa urge I 
you to gat your personal copy of the SPREE ON SOUND phono- I 
graph record! There are a limited number of thoao so I 

don't wait . . . order right away. ONLY $1.99 g 

I 

I 

- _ I 


ORDER NOW . . . DON'T DRAY) 


•911 SUM9ST UVD. 
iOt 


PidOftg rush my copy of iHo SM 
pKoooproph record, E wcf o— d k $1.99 

NAME___ 

ADDRESS_____ 

CITY__STATE 
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((.onturned from Page (> » 

hidden. 

She slipped the key in a white 
envelope. drop pen! that in with nine 
teen others, and Matt shook the box. 
hai li time she knelt down to place 
a ke\ m that row on the bar. every 
man got an eyeful That went with 
the* game too 

OK. w ho n hrst > Show your cards 
ami pick your key.* 

They walked by. picked up a key. 
each one wanting just one thing - - 
the right one 

That was done 

She dropped down now. sat on the 
kir Ha< h man came by. step|>ed 
between her open knees, trier) his 
key in her padlock It amused John 
how many of them tried to avoid 
touching her breasts They would 
reach for the padlock, pic k it up. get 
it out of range, and then try the key 
Only the (vanson boys weren't like 
tli.it I hey were all over her. 

“(»o ahead, she said to them. 

I lave fun. boys!" 

bourteen men went by. and then 
it was Jus c)i,nice* lie felt her key 
in his hand He had gotten rid of 
the other one. His fa< e was red 
Sweat ran down his forehead, into 
his eyes 

She looker) at him. smiltHl “Tome 
on, John, she said “What ya got to 
be afraid nf 1 " 

H. • w*alked lip, look<>d into her 
smoldering eyes. < upf**d the padloc k 
with his left hand, allowed his hand 
to stay there against her hot flesh, 
and I fieri lurno) the key in the |>ad 
bn k with his right hand 


Wow’ She said. “1, 00 k what I 
got " 

Nobody said anything 
The game was over That part of 
it an\ wa\ Nineteen sets of dark and 
envious eyes turned and followed 
him into the night, but all he felt 
yvas his hip close to her hip l ive 
minutes later they were m her apart 
merit 

He felt her \%hite dress lash tight 
against his sweaty Ixm)\ I*. very inch 
of her smacked him ysith the wallop 
of a thousand volts She pressed her 
breasts hard into his chest, and he 
felt all their heat dear through him. 
lake it } she yshispered 
"Yeah." 

She kissed him yvith her full, hot 
lips, moved her tongue like a hot li\e 
yvire He grabbed her then 
‘ W tilt, she said 

"Huh?" 

V.u 1 heated, didn t you * 

I le started .it her hard 
1 "ayy you It s OK 
“But j 


Ho?le\ . you \ get something 

.inv »• r, 1 • «• f those Us would have 
•*P«’Med this padlfK k 

He really did state* then 
^he allowed him the* |o< k. took it 
from h**r m< k See j| 1|s |,u|e ri\et 
If 1 press ^t this way. none* of tfie 
ke*y s \m|| open 1! and if I press 

It this Way t h e \ will all open it “ 

III <‘?i \ou me an ’ 

I i '• * * - Mf>lu I prev. •.«•() it for 

you 

I don t get n I his time* lie really 
didn't 

She pulled him into her arms. g,i\ e* 
him her hp- ** | M sf for kie ks. honey. 
A fie*\y one When we* make* love 
‘ ol, ldn t you rig up some thing to 
gi\o me a little sho, k. not rime h of 
lu-t a little* one Hull, ple*a se 

^ < M 11 . lie * s, u< I. and he’ did 
If w • i' «j 1 u t e a « 1 *r 1 1 1 a pt inn It 

Worked >0 well, that die ga'.e up hot 

Saturday \ighl ( "irn, f•»r two whole 



Now row can op»n a nav «o.td (0 row yoxi \frr with 
thu procivion motion ptetw* a prof#ct«. that mil b«ifl| 
to lit* 8 MM coto. 0 ? black 4 ofc<ta momat rtfht «n yow 
•om homo and that ha can »un by hi m vat f Yn thit 
ltwfdr motion p.<twf« protacto. it not a tor hot a 
commmhanitm that makat homa moot, a Iwwrv 
that row can mom *te*id 

skov aom$ ro fikros ruu mosc aovus 

No* row can takr all tha moairt row aranf mfhowt 
oofrrm| a boot tha rtpaova of a two tado. And raady 
to* row i anvoy m ani alto a»a tha mafic and fhnllt of 
rowi rownf.latt tamxita <omady adwanf a ia and coo 
bo* haioa-. Yow ll vhow nwif. To fuei'dt and latatirat 
hotd pait>a\ lot tha kid% and h mo*a jo don t 

daiar* Oida* nm*‘ Only Vh W pe«% 4bf th«po"f 
lhaifrt 


HOftOft HOUSC PRODUCTS COUP, 

•eft HM 94 IYNBU 00 *. WCW YOU* 

Mii ! > ♦ ia\h p< w-je. lo< !•; <tw ia!w-c* 

mj i I 1 »TTe ! 0 ()s f I . ar t-.j. ! grrt rn I 
dal.fMed I nia, > r? _ »,y In pu h-a r 

-ft«nd 

.r • | pa* iar.Tn-ar J- ». Si 
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Leadville was the 
West's wildest 
town; where lust 
was the law and 
mighty fortunes 
were made and 
lost overnight! 

Hy James /fines 







/ft 



The fighting among the miners broke out in the 
Bearcat Saloon in the early hours before dawn. 

One miner was trying to roll another over, so that he could steal his warm place beside 
the heating stove, where he was sleeping on the unswept floor. Other miners, roused from 
their much-needed rest, joined the free-for-all. The saloon had stayed open until a late hour. 
Through the night they had listened to the slithering sound of cards, the rattle of dice, the 
bark of gamblers, the shrill voices of women, and the loud curses of the drunks. One miner, 
originally from Kentucky, had kept them awake with his loud singing of “Darling Nellie 




1S1 Ole© W18f 


Groy " 

The fight owokcned the saloon owner who hod been 
sleeping in a rear room He grabbed a stove poker and 
come tearing out, clad only in red-flannel underwear. "By 
the Lord Gawd Almighty, boys, git quiet, or, b'god, Nl 
throw ever' blasted one of you out in the cold!" 

The winter of 1878-9 was so severe in the rip-roaring 
silver comp of leodville, Colorado, that miners by the 
thousands froze to death. Many were secretly buried in the 
dead of the night, to keep others from knowing the high 
death rate The valley was deep with snow There had been 
no melting temperatures since early October, but the five 
active stagecoach lines were continually bringing into the 
camp hundreds for whom there was no place. The poor, 
unable to afford a stagecoach ride, walked over Mosquito 
Pass — "That highway of frozen death/' as it was then 
called — where so many hundred perished during the years 
when Leodville was a flourishing mining camp 

There was no place for them to sleep Men would pay any 
price for shelter of any type, for one could not stand outside 
all night m a howling blizzard — in that camp two miles 
above sea level — when the mercury plunged below zero 
The miners paid twenty five cents or more to sleep on saloon 
floors, and fought over the warm places near the stove Any 
kind of bed was precious as a future seat in Heaven. 

The few hotels had three shifts of sleeping men, who paid 
from fifty cents to five dollars to sleep, sometimes three and 
four in a single bed for eight hours, and there were usually 
two or three beds in a narrow room. At the end of his time, 
the miner hod to crawl out and give his bed to another. The 
camp hod boomed so tremendously in the early fall months 
that shelter for all could not be found and, as a result, many 
froze to death 

At that time, leodville contained a thousand odd-shaped 
buildings, most of them of raw, unseasoned pine Out of the 
thousand, there were one hundred and twenty saloons. Not 
a pointed building was among the lot, but what difference 
did that make, when the camp's only interest was to get 
silver out of the ground 9 

Eoch day. the stages brought more people to the comp 
One stage contained a tinhorn gambler, o preacher, a man¬ 
ager of a drygoods company from Denver, and two women 
of the expected profession The preacher was broke, and 


he borrowed si* dollars from one of the women He storted 
holding Sunday service in the saloons, using beer kegs and 
whiskey cases as pews. He lived with the tinhorn gamble* 
until he could find a place to stay. 

Really, the discovery of Leodville was due to "Uncle 
Billy" Stevens, an old prospector, and A. B Woods, a trained 
metallurgist, in 1874. They assayed the sands olong Cal 
ifornia Gulch, which hod been almost deserted since the 
early days of the gold rush, and found that there were 
carbonates of lead with a high content of silver Woods and 
Stevens traced the sands to their source on the upper slopes, 
and staked a number of claims. These claims later developed 
into the renowned Iron Silver Mine, which yielded $20 
million in its doy 

When the news leaked out, miners poured in Almost 
overnight, the pine flots mushroomed with tents, cabins, 
crude shelters — like toadstools popping oat of the ground. 
Leodville turned out to be one of the wildest camps this 
country has ever known — and the wildest mining camp in 
the world at that time 

In 1878, rich strikes were made on Fryer, Iron, ond Cor- 
bonote Hills; such mines as the New Discovery, Little Pitts¬ 
burg, Little Chief, and Cryolite were born. H. A. W "Haw" 
Tabor, a storekeeper in Leodville — later a Carbonate King 
— staked two German shoemakers ond got his start in the 
mining business Tabor was engaged in o poker gome with 
some miners, in the rear room of the store, when the shoe¬ 
makers came in and begged him for a stake. Tobor, being 
good-hearted ond winning in the poker game, told them to 
go into the store and toke whot they wanted. 

In getting the grubstoke, the prospectors helped them 
selves to a gallon jug of whiskey Once outside of Leodville, 
they stopped and sampled a few drinks After the whiskey 
hod warmed their insides, they decided to start digging. 
One place looked as good os another to their untrained 
eyes. Almost immediately the shoemakers struck a rich vein 
Tabor's grubstoke entitled him to a share in the Little Pitts 
burg Mine, os they named »t. from which he received $500, 
000. This storted Tabor on his way to becoming a Carbonate 
King For the next few years olmosf every mine that he had 
onything to do with mode thousands for him But. like most 
other Carbonate Kings, he died broke 

I Continued On Page 7.1 







Mary Ann Arros- 
Ali Five Foot Six 
Of Her -The 

Loveliest Colleen 
To Hit Hollywood 
In A Long Time! 


Mary may be a common 
name, but it’s the only 
thing about Mary Ann Ar- 
ros that is at all common! 

This beautiful Irish col¬ 
leen has become the talk 
of the town ever since she 
hit Hollywood just a few 
short months ago from her 












home town of Biloxi. Mississippi, where she was the 
reigning beauty during all of her teen-age years. 

Now, although Mary is certainly not the eely beautiful 
girl in this metropolis of loveliness, she is one of the top 
contenders among the current crop of cuties who try their 
luck at plucking the brass ring of fame and fortune from 
the mad merry-go-round of Hollywood's entertainment 
world. 

Like most of the young girts in cinemaland, Mary wants 
desperately to be famous — to be a star. But she is not 
empty-headed about it, thinking that her looks alone will 
bring her the success she desires. No, Mary knows she 
must work hard for her fortune, and that’s just what she's 
doing — day and night! 

By day she is a top ranking figure model — and as you 
can well imagine, this raven-haired beauty with a bounti¬ 
ful figure measuring 39-23-36, is much in demand by the 
leading photographers in town! 

By night she is a hostess at THE ROARING TWENTIES, 
one of the exciting night spots on Hollywood's Restaurant 
Row. 
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And during her spare time Mary studies She spends 
two hours each day on dancing lessons, six hours each 
week on drama, and five hours each week on singing 
Already. Mary has received several inviting offers from 
movie studios to go under contract or to play a bit part in 
a film or television show But Mary knows that she’s not 
quite ready yet And she knows how easy it is to 
start at the top and then flop because you started too 
soon a somebody one day. .j nobody the next 
So even though the temptation is great. Mary is turning 
down all offers until she is sure that she can make the 
grade and stick there not only as a beautiful performer, 
but a talented one as well 

This twenty one year old beauty has what it takes to go 
far brams looks, personality, and a driving ambition It 
will be only a matter of time before Mary Ann Arros gets 
where she wants to go And she s woman enough to know 
when and how to pick just the right time to do it’ 

When she finally makes her move. Mary is going to 
shoot for stardom oke a blazing skyrocket, and SPREE 
knows that she s bound to make it’ And soon' 










Hurray For The Irish 
For The Strongest Whiskey 
And The Most 
Beautiful Girls! 












MORE HUMOR 
BY OMAR 
THE YAKKMAKER 


Ready For A Good 
Guffaw? Set! Then Go! 
The Rib-Tickling Pen Of 
OMAR Strikes Again! 


I 
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In response to hundreds of loughs and letters 
from oil over the country we are proud to pre¬ 
sent more of the m/sch/evou' madness by OMAR 
SPREE S car toon ist d/sco very whose wo rk wos 
first presented in SPREE 21 

So take a seat hold onto your sides and get 
ready to roar Then take a look at the rollick mg 
humor on these pages straight out of the mad 
mmd of OMAR THE YAKKMAKER 1 
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The class had reached the point in the course which 
Dave Davidson had been fearing. Classroom work was 
over. The rest of the semester would be spent in the 
darkroom. 

He had lectured on contact printing, enlarging, de¬ 
veloping. fixing — all of the processes necessary in the 
production of a photograph. He had done a good job 
until La Vesta entered the class — La Vesta of the big 
beautiful breasts that were plainly visible from his 
vantage point at the front of the classroom. She had 
the habit of hunching her shoulders ever so slightly 
whenever he stood in front of her. and he stood in 





By Dale Kobj' 





darkroom 



passion 


front of her often 

I he eljvs went to the darkroom 
area Each student was assigned a 
cubicle opening off a hallway illumi¬ 
nated only by dim red light Each cu¬ 
bicle ^as equipped ss 1 1h a door and 
latch -and the latch was on the 
made 

Dave instructed the class as to how 
the darkroom should be set up. then 
he checked each room individually. 
Ml were done properly AH. that is. 
except La Vesta’s 

W hen Dave stuck his head quickly 
into her darkroom, he nearly mashed 
his exeballs on the beautiful breast¬ 
works that were turned to meet him! 

lime w.is running out. so he said. 
^ ait Let me get the class working, 
then I II help you " 

He put the rest of the class to work 
making contact prints, each student 
tucked away m his own cubicle, work¬ 
ing dutifully, then he stepped into La- 
\ esta s darkroom. 


A male-type individual with glands 
that sometimes reacted even to the 
plainer girls in h.s class, Dave resolved 
to keep his mind strictly on photogra¬ 
phy He was a good teacher, and so 
far he had managed to keep his Prin¬ 
cipal in the dark about his other 
activities. 

La Vesta reached behind him and 
latched the door 

Now then,” he said, ignoring the 
significance of her action. “we set up 
the chemicals this wav 

He had difficulty keeping his re¬ 
solve. as the 42 s slid against his back 
when LaVcsta mined past him in the 
narrow cubicle She put her hands on 
his arms as she moved behind him 
Her touch caused a sharp tingle to 
sparkle down his spine 

I don’t care about the chemicals.” 
she said huskily “I need a review on 
some other things ’ She faced him 
square!) 

“You . do?” he said nervously 
His tie seemed entirely too tight He 
loosened it 

Yes ” She mined close to him. 
backing him into a corner. "We start 
out in conflict, don’t we?” 

Just the lips of her mighty moun¬ 
tains were touching his chest He 
looked down, then up again quickly 
when he realized she was watching 
him There was a knowing, amused 
glint in her eves 

“Contact printing." he insisted, ever 
the pedagogue “Making prints with 
the negative and printing paper in 
contact 

Then we use iU \ v/oper.” she said 
"Do I need to use developer *” She 
arched an inquisitive eyebrow at him 

His hands itched to take hold of the 
\ pressing against him! He 
clenched his hands together until the 
nails dug into the palms, trying to 
force his mind from the beautiful ob¬ 
jects in front of him 

The developer makes the latent 
image visible.” he said, breathing 
heavily, trying to force himself to in¬ 
terpret her remarks photographically 
It produces a picture on an otherwise 
blank piece of paper.” 

She took his hands and put them on 
her waist 


“You photographers are so thought¬ 
ful.” she murmured in his car. press¬ 
ing herself full-length against him He 
forgot to pretend that he was more 
interested in photography than m her 
breasts. 

“What do you mean?” he asked 
throatily He looked down at her. 
and the mountains of her breasts, 
pressed tightly against him. swelled 
enormously 

"You sure take Care of a gal.” she 
said, running her hands along the hack 
of his neck He tingled excitedly all 
over! "You make it all right by having 
a uifrlight handy ” 

He swallowed hard “That keeps 
the . the paper from getting ex¬ 
posed.” he said. “The safclight doesn’t 
pass any light which the paper is sensi¬ 
tive to* 

“Exposures'* a problem to photog¬ 
raphers.” she said “But I always know 
ihe correct exposure.” 

He nodded agreement. She stepped 
hack slowly, and as she did so he felt 
that there would be two concave in¬ 
dentations in his chest 

A movement or two and she sUhhI 
in front of him. clad only in the light 
of the dim red safclight 

“Would you call this . . over- 
exposure?” she asked. 

Dave found his voice after a 
moment. 

“More like over-development.” he 
said, unable to remove his eyes from 
the huge pair, standing straight and 
firm though entirely unsupported 
’ Ovcr-devt'lopnwnt ’*” she pouted 
Her lower lip protruded, lending a 
pixie quality to her face “Touch me. 
and then tell me I'm over-developed 
He did. and his hands couldn’t con¬ 
tain all he touched 

In the frantic minutes that followed. 
Dave knew nothing but the sensation 
of falling headlong into a fiery vol¬ 
cano* He buried his face in the ad¬ 
mirable pair and knew that he wouJd 
be content to smother there* 

Finally he relaxed. 

“You . . know a lot.” he sighed, 
“about darkroom work.” 

She smiled a contented smile 
Somewhere far down the corridor a 
bell rang 
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GINGER AND SPICE: 

1. This cutie's name is: (a) Sally Spice, (b) 
Polly Pepper, (c) Ginger Gibson, (d) Sylvia 
Salt. 

2. She has a passion for: (a) ginger bread, (b) 
salt water taffy, (c) the ice man. (d) amuse 
ment parks. 

3. Today she is a talented young: (a) candy 
wrapper, (b) coffee taster, (c) dancer, (d) 
shuffleboard player. 

A SHY MAID FROM NIPPON: 

1. This young Japanese beauty stands a mere: 

(a) 5"2 ", (b) 4"2", (c)4'9", (d) 6". 

2. She represents: (a) the new. sophisticated, 
worldly Japanese woman, (b) Madam But 
terfly, (c) The Wedding of the Painted Doll. 

3. The emancipation of the oriental woman 
came shortly after: (a) the Neolithic Age. 

(b) the Second World War. (c) the inven¬ 
tion of the girdle. 

BAWDY CITY OF THE OLD WEST: 

1. This is a rip-roaring tale about: (a) Tokyo, 
(b) Leadville. (c) Timbuktoo, (d) Shaing Hi. 

2. It deals with the lives of: (a) miners, (b) 
minors, (c) majors. 

3. This town is in the state of: (a) confusion, 
(b) Colorado, (c) disrepair. 




DARKROOM PASSION: 

1. The hero of this story is an instructor in. 

(a) Geology, (b) Photography, (c) Biology, 
(c) Social Dancing. 

2 His prize pupil teaches a new technique in: 

(a) darkroom developing, (b) cha cha. (c) 
isolating radioactive isotopes. 

3 The moral of this tale is. (a) Two heads are 
better than none, (b) there’s more to pho 
tography than meets the eye. (c) go on 
home, yer monther’s calling. 

AN UNCOMMON BEAUTY: 

1 . The only “common" thing about this young 
lady is: (a) her fang teeth, (b) her name, 
(c) her pension, (d) none of these. 

2 May Ann's last name is (a) Arrow, (b) Bow, 

(c) Arros. (d) Smith. 

3 She is (a) Irish, (b) Talented, (c) Beautiful. 

(d) all of these 

STRANGE LOVE: 

1 The lovers in this story are: (a) werewolves. 

(b) orangutangs, (c) humanoids, (d) pure 
color forms 

2 Their names are (a) Mona and Lisa, (b) 
Arthur and Godfrey, (c) Olson and Johnson, 
(d) Jago and Bellezza 

3 The story takes place in the year: (a) 1492. 

(b) 1 776 (c) 2372. (d) 1 million B.C. 
SINGAPORE’S SADISTIC SEX SOCIETY: 

1 The terror group in this story is known as: 
(a) the Blue Beetles, (b) the Red Butter 
flies, (c) the Scarlet Spiders, (d) The Bugs 

2 The group is composed of: (a) women, (b) 
men <c) insects, (d) none of these. 

3 Our hero was whipped and beaten because 
he two timed a (a) bug. (b) Scarlet letter. 

(c) Eurasian beauty, (d) mother in law 
HIS NEXT TO-LAST SPREE: 

1 Our hero here is supposed to be. (a) deathly 
ill. (b) horribly healthy, (c) neither of these, 

(d) all of these 

2 He decides that there is nothing to lose by: 
(a) dying. <b) going for a walk, (c) whistling, 
(d) vomiting 

3 So he makes love to his: (a) nurse, (b) doc 
tor (c) secret love (d) teddy bear 













BEAUTY. BONGOS. AND PIZZA: 

1. This beauty's name is: (a) Helga Ginn, (b) 
Gina Held, (c) Ginger Holt, (d) Justice Colt. 

2. She was discovered by SPREE'S roving pho 
tographer in a: (a) Italian sewer, (b) piz¬ 
zeria. (c) opera house, (d) closet. 

3. She loves to play the: (a) horses, (b) zither, 

(c) bongos, (d) tennis. 

KEY OF LUST: 

1. The hero of this story had the key to his 
love's: (a) heart, (b) home, (c) padlock, (d) 
cupboard, (e) refrigerator. 

2. By occupation, he was an: (a) electrician, 
(b) elocutionist, (c) executioner, (d) eccen 
trie dancer. 

3. His love’s name is: (a) Debby Wright, 
(b) Darby Wrong, (c) Dolores Maybe, 

(d) Delilah Never. 

ANGEL ON HORSEBACK: 

1. The name of this beauty sensation is. (a) 
Bambi Deer, (b) Black Beauty, (c) Bambie 
Lee. (d) Lee Tracy. 

2. She is riding a magnificent: (a) porsche. 
(b) pinto, (c) porcupine, (d) porpoise 

3. She was discovered by SPREE’S special 
photographer in: (a) a bathtub, (b) Vir 
ginia, (c) Florida, (d) Atlantic City. 

MAD MISTRESS OF THE FRENCH QUARTER: 

1. This tale of horror took place in: (a) New 
Amsterdam, (b) New Jersey, (c) New 
Guinea, (d) New Orleans. 

2. The name of the sadistic beauty was: (a) 
Madame Bouvarie. (b) Madame Pompa¬ 
dour, (c) Madame Toussout. (d) Madame 
Lalaurie. 

3. One of her hobbies was: (a) whipping her 
slaves, (b) making jelly tarts, (c) reading 
“Alice In Wonderland ”, (d) none of these. 

SPREE ON SOUND: 

1. This exciting photo story offers an accom- 







panying: (a) live model, (b) soundtrack 
record, (c) a capella choir, (d) monkey 

grinder. 

2. It is a tale of a guy. two broads, and a: 
(a) pie. (b) poi, (c) poem, (d) pot holder 

3. The moral of this tale is: (a) one broad is 
better than two, (b) don't flirt with one girl 
when your own date is around, (c) both of 
these 
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HIS NEXT-TO-LAST 



A couple of young nurses danced out 
of the hospital into the sunshine, to 
play with a small hall on the lawn. 
Henry Cole, up for the first time in 
weeks, watched the girls from the open 
window of his room. He liked the arch¬ 
ing motion of their white, starched 
uniforms; he was entranced by the 
bouncing of their breasts, the violas of 
their hips rotating as they tossed and 


taught the ball. And how they can 
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He Chose Liberty 






















HORSEBACK 


....SPREE T 
DISCOVERS \ 
BAMBIE 
LEE ry 







We Are Proud To Present 
This Exclusive Photo Story 
On Our Newest Beauty 
Sensation! 


Picture a clear blue sky, a beau¬ 
tiful white and brown pinto, and 
a young girl with the face of an 
angel. Put them all together in 
the warm, tropical climate of Flor¬ 
ida, and you have the newest 
SPREE discovery: Bambie Lee, an 
angel on horseback! 

This dewy-eyed miss with a 
creamy complexion, soft brown 










A Nude Nymph Astride A 
Pinto-What a Poetic 
Picture of Perfection! 

Here Is A Young Godiva In 
All Her “Natural” Glory! 


hair, and cuddlesome face and 
figure, was discovered one 
sunny afternoon by SPREE'S 
Florida photographer. Joann, 
as she went looking for some 
interesting landscapes to 
shoot. Just as Joann pointed 
her camera towards a wooded 
glen, she noticed a pinto trot¬ 
ting towards her. and on it. 
perched like a cherubic nymph, 
was Bambie. 

"Hello." said Bambie. "are 
you a professional photog¬ 
rapher?" 

"That’s right." smiled Jo¬ 
ann; "my name's Joann; what's 
yours?" 

"Bambie Lee." said the 
young girl, "how do you do." 

Joann looked at this cute 
young girl and her beautifully 
colored pinto. "That's a nice 
horse you have there; mind if 
I take some photos of her’" 

"Oh. go right ahead," said 
Bambie. an eager smile parting 
her lips. "And if it's not asking 













too much. I wish you'd take 
some pictures of me, too. You 
see, I want very much to be a 
model.” 

Joann beamed delightedly 
‘'Well,” she said. “Maybe it’s 
a wonderful coincidence that 
we’ve met, Bambie. I was just 
wondering who to use for the 

next issue of SPREE magazine, 
“I’ve got a very nice figure for 

my size and I’d be proud to 
show it off.” And without being 
asked, she peeled off her 
blouse and shorts, revealing a 
very shapely body, measuring 
35-21 34. “How do I look?” 
she asked. 

Joann paused first to take a 
picture; then she lowered her 
camera. “Very good.” she said. 
“I think you’ll be perfect for 
SPREE. In fact, you’ll be 
SPREE'S newest beauty dis¬ 
covery!” 
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HIS NEXT-TO 


SPREE 


t Continued from page 38 ) 

giggle, he thought. It had taken a 
heart attack to make him a man 
again. 

“Mr. Color 

He turned his head guiltily. Dr. 
Tichy had come into the room. 
Tichy was the cardiologist, and 
Cole didn’t like him — the large, 
meaty cheeks, the small nasty lips, 
the tiny malicious eyes. 

“Are you out of your mind. Cole? 
Get hack to bed!*’ 

Cole did not move. He had turned 
his face to the sun again. From the 
lawn, the feminine voices rose to 
his ears: his attention went back to 
the white, sensuous figures on the 
green. 

“You don’t understand your 
position.” the doctor snapped. 

“It's been horizontal for two 
weeks,” Cole said. He thought of 
the oxygen tent, the liquid food, 
the torture of immobility. He would 
have liked to read, but they didn’t 
let him, drugging him instead. 
“Two weeks under the sheets 
should be enough!” 

“A little rebellion, eh?” 

“Perhaps a big one.” Cole said 
gently. 

Tichy drew closer, frowning. In 
this small town, devoid of special¬ 
ists, he wasn’t used to having 
patients talk back — especially pa¬ 
tients like Cole, a humble school 
teacher. 

“I don’t want to alarm you,” 
Tichy said viciously. “But if you 
intend to stay out of bed, you 
haven’t very long to live.” 

“How long?” 

Tichy cocked his tyrant’s head. 
“Twenty-four hours.” 

“Really?” Cole said, without 


fear. 

“One can’t get over a heart 
thrombosis in two weeks.” 

“I suppose not.” 

“Your wound is still the size of 
a plum,” *the doctor said darkly. 
“The scar isn’t strong at all, and 
your clot was of a had sort.” 

“Thanks for reminding me,” 
Cole said, still on the chair by the 
window, a blanket around his legs. 
Outside, it was quiet now. The 
hospital stood at the edge of town. 
w f here grasslands and fields merged 
into a forest of maples. A roof of 
poplars concealed the main road 
leading into town. Cole noticed 
that the sun gave the trees a line 
of halos, and the grass was a fat 
green, sprinkled with yellow'. He 
wished he had his drawing pad and 
water colors; among other subjects, 
he taught art to eight-year olds. 

Cole rose — a frail man with 
narrow shoulders, w'ho had lost 
much weight. He stepped hack to 
his bed; clouds had driven across 
the sun. Tichy watched him vic¬ 
toriously. then went out. 

Cole was sure that the cardiolo¬ 
gist would tell his wife, and that 
she would clumsily and noisily 
broach the subject at her next 
visit. He’d tell her to pif>c down. 
The thought amused him. He could 
see the reaction of her honv, wax- 
colored face — the open mouth, the 
amazed eyes, the stunned silence. 
He would do a little pushing for a 
change, and end this regime of 
obedient helplessness. He’d mar¬ 
ried Irma twenty years ago, when 
he was twenty-eight, and richly 
dunked in the juices of sexual ex¬ 
perience. For twenty years, he 


hadn’t known pleasure. It had 
taken twenty days in the hos¬ 
pital, flat on his hack, to gain this 
insight. 

As he lay there. Cole let his life 
roll hack through his mind — a 
grey life. Because he was a family 
man, he had smoked little and 
drunk less. He had only eaten the 
cheapest of foods, which Irma’s 
lack of imagination and refinement 
had ruined for him. When he 
thought of her now — he could 
still hear her loud, humorless voice 
nag the hospital people this morn¬ 
ing because they wouldn’t let him 
have a television set. which he 
didn’t want, anyway — he sudden¬ 
ly felt disgusted. She w'as loud and 
vulgar and commonplace, and as 
stiff as a log in bed, yet why, why. 
why hadn’t he permitted himself 
the pleasure of another woman 
during all those years? Complex 
reasons, yet he saw' them clearly 
now: At first a sense of decency, 
the vow's and all that, then fear of 
adventure, fear of failure with 
other w'omen, lack of practice, and 
finally, habit. 

So he’d grown weaker from year 
to year, until she held him in her 
thin, blue-veined hands; he wound 
up helping her wash the dishes, 
scrub the floors, tend the garden, 
and when the children came, he 
had taken pity on Irma’s emaci¬ 
ated. work-worn face, now giving 
bottles and—he—a man—changing 
diapers. Oh, he liked children: 
that’s why he taught school, but 
even his teaching had been d<* 
prived of pleasure — his school was 
a jungle of bureaucracy, monot¬ 
ony. dull colleagues and pompous 

f Continued On Page o f > 



■p|verybody 

JmmmM is gathering for the affair. Lovely 
ladies and anxious men. This is the night 
when things are really going to happen. You 
have everj r thing in readiness, and are plan¬ 
ning a really swinging time. 

Naturally there are drinks. 

Cocktails? 

It Would be quite a job to be serving cock¬ 
tails to everybody coming to this party: you 
would never get time to be with vour own 
girl. But you have outsmarted them all . . . 
you have been lucky enough to have read 
this article, and now you know the secret of 

a successful party-time. 

You’re not serving high-balls. And there 

TIME 


is none of this “table cluttered with open 
bottles” with Serve Yourself routine. 

No, you have prepared and planned this 
event so that party-time will be happy-time, 
with little effort on your part, once things 
get started. 

The answer to your problem is, of course, 
punch. 

Many people have a strange idea about 
punch, in that they somehow feel that it isn’t 
the proper type of drink to serve to a social 
gathering such as a drinking party. Why this 















SPREE Presents A Handy Guide On How To Add 
That Special PUNCH To Your Evening Revelry! 


is, might be* bora use of the fact they had some 
strange* idea that people would rather have 
straight liquors on the rocks, or with some 
sort of soda water. But. they are just taking 
the whole thing too seriously. 

People will drink anything put in front of 
them . . . for tin* most part. The general 
drinker takes a high-hall, or scotch-on-the- 
rocks because he doesn't know anything bet¬ 
ter. or it is easier to fix. or he thinks this 
makes him look like a man about town. Then, 
of course, there are some who really prefer 
such drinks; but even they will take some¬ 
thing different. if it is strong and good tasting, 
and presented in such a way that it has 
eye-appeal. 


Punch is easy to fix. easy to serve, easy to 
take, and after the first couple of rounds the 



objectors will be dipping just as fast as the 
other drinkers. 


There is another mistaken idea about 
punch, which most people arc not aware ol; 
they have the subconscious idea that punch 
is weak . . . until it hits them where it will 
do the most good! And this is the way you 
want the drink to affect the female members 

of the* party. a girl with a strong ’‘punch 

numbing her resistance* will be* more willing 
to enjoy the* wee* hours in your company. 

Now, down to the* secre*t mixtures which 


By Charles Alexander 

will start things going and create new ad¬ 
ventures in the relationships between men 
and women . . . 

Here is a drink that will brighten up any 
gathering with tropical storms and Latin ex¬ 
citement. WARM WINDS: 

Take a large punch bowl and fill freely 
with ice cubes, (about one-third full'. Now 
place a large can of pineapple chunks, one jar 
of maraschino cherries, the grated rinds of 
two lemons and two limes, and a half cup of 
raisins. Add the* juices of the two lemons and 
limes, and a fourth cup of grenadine. 

Now you are readv to really start to work. 

Take a pint of Jamaic an rum and quart of 
any light rum and pour into punch bowl. 
Then add the following; 1 pint gin. 1 pint 
cherrv brandv. 1 half cup of Creme de 

TIME! 

Almond. 

Stir, mixing, and chilling the liquors. 

Now add a large can ot pineapple juice, a 
small can of apricot nectar, and a small can 
of grapefruit juice. T hen fill with soda water 
of vour own choice. Stir to blend, and it s 
ready to serve*. 

A HI SSI AN BIT) might not be* a bad title 
for the next drink, and lor your loss humor¬ 
ous quests it might he* better to call it a 
VODKA SI NSI.T. but in either case* it would 
consist of the following: 
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Party 
Time 
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Happy 
Time! 



One quart of Vodka. one quart Applejack 
Wine, one-half pint Cherry liqueur poured 
into punch howl which has been half Hik'd 
with cubed ice. Fill to top with any car¬ 
bonated water, and serve. You might float 
some maraschino cherries in this punch to 

create a greater eve'appeal, but you couldn't 

#• 

“add” anything to make it “taste” any better. 

For a punch that taste's like' it was made' 
out of heaven’s mists, here's one that will cre¬ 
ate a buzz-effect that will make everybody 
think they are surely going to end in the 
skies, they will he so light-headed after a few 
dips. ANGK1. MIST: 

Get half a gallon of pineapple ice for sher¬ 
bet * and place in a punch bowl. Soften, and 
spread out so that it is evenly broken up. Now 
add a quart of gin. a quart of light rum. a 
quart of vodka, a jar of marasciuo cherries, 
and a large can of crushed or chunk pine¬ 
apple. Fill with pure soda water. Stir until 
there is a light “foam” of sherbet on top of the 
punch, add cubes of ice, and then stir again, 
very slowly, only to gel the ice to circulating, 
and cooling the punch; once chilled by this 
action, serve. 

MARDI (IRAS TIMK is a punch that will 
serve wonderfully at a festive gathering 


when' strength of the drink isn't the only 
important thing: but w here appearance really 
got's over. 

In a large punch bowl place one huge 
chunk of ice and a fair amount of cracked ice. 
Now bring on the fruits: first cherries, then 
chunks of pineapple, grapefruit, orange, 
lemon, raisins, chopped bananas, ground co- 
coanut, and any other kind of tropical fruit 
you might think of. Toss in any type of nuts 
you might have; the more the better. 

Now comes the easy part: the creative part, 
where you. yourself have to use your own 
judgment: create a fruit juice mixture, fie., 
poach, orange, lemon. lime, pineapple, grape 
juice, apple cider, all kinds of nectars). Mere 
is where the men are chop|»ed away from 
the hoys. If you choose right, you are going 
to create the greatest punch of them all; and 
if you goof the job up . . . Well, you know 
what that will do to a party. 

Now what you want to do is pour your 
liquors into the punch bowl, over the ice and 
fruits and nuts. Add the following: 1 pint 
gin, 1 pint light rum, 1 pint Jamaican rum, 

1 pint vodka, 1 pint tequila and one pint 
peach brandy. Then fill the bowl with the 
fruit juice mixture you have already 
combined. 

And now' for a last suggestion you might 
consider, SII.M.R MINT: 

Punch bow l with ice rubes, filling it to the 
halfway mark. Now add several crushed 


1 



sprigs of mint loaves. Add the following: one 
quart gin. one quart vodka, one fifth cham¬ 
pagne, and four jiggers of white Creme de 
Menthe. Fill with sparkling water, and it is 
ready to serve. 

These are but a few punches which will 
make party-time into a happy-time. 

Every bar book and article dealing with the 
subject has its own originals and standards, 
many of which you will never find anyplace 
else. The art of mixing drinks and punches is 
so infinite that every man has his own ‘‘pri¬ 
vate” way of mixing a good martini; and it 
is seldom that any authority will agree on just 
this simple cocktail. So in the preparing of 
these mentioned drinks, and any other, it sel¬ 


dom does any harm to add a "twist” of your 
own. as long as you know what you are doing. 

Follow the directions that have been listed 
here, and you will be sure of success. Make 
mutations of these, and you will discover a 
rich, never ending dimension to explore, 
which \\ill give you taste treats that you have 
never before experienced; some bad. and some 
good. 

But remember, there is nothing like a good, 
strong punch at party-time. 

Start with a punch, and see how they drop 
like flies, dipping and re-dipping into the hid¬ 
den treasures and secret pleasures which are 
theirs for the drinking . . . 





He Chose 
Liberty 

Over Death— 

{Continued from page 49 
principals. 

Cole stirred under the sheets, 
thinking of his wasted life. 

Wasted? Certainly. But it wasn’t 
over yet! You have twenty-four 
hours! Tichy had said. 

Cole propped himself up in bed, 
and a smile came to his circled 
eyes. The choice was his, wasn’t 
it? He could stick to this cell, play 
the invalid for another five weeks, 
then stagger home, to teach a few 
hours a day, constantly thinking 
of his heart, taking orders from 
the despotic cardiologist, and listen 
to Irma’s screaming vulgarity. He 
may live a couple of years or longer 
if he was careful and meek. 

Tuenty-four hours? 

Or he could have those, cram¬ 
ming into each minute the things 
he hadn’t done in a lifetime. Al¬ 
ready a plan formed in his mind; 
how he would live this last night 
and day. He’d give a final tug at 
those chains of tameness, breaking 
them, to rebel like an armv of 
natives. "Yes!” he cried. "Yes, 
Cole!" 

He gave an excited peal of 
laughter, expecting a shortness of 
breath, a pain under his breast¬ 
bone. Nothing of the sort hap¬ 
pened: instead, the door came 
open, and a young nurse appeared. 
Her cheeks were still flushed from 
air and exercise; her clean white 
uniform seemed to burst with 
youth. 

As Cole watched, she set the 
tray with his supper across his lap. 
"Did I hear you laugh just now?” 

He checked an urge to reach for 


her pink arms, and draw her down, 
in a swirl of rustling clothes. 
“Sure,” he said. “I was laughing. 
D’you want your prisoners per¬ 
manently glum?" 

"Why. Mr. Cole!" 

"I was charmed by your ball¬ 
playing," he sajd boldly. “Shall we 
have a private game?” 

She wagged a finger at him. 
"There should be no excitement in 
your life!” 

"Has there ever been?” Cole 
asked. It was strange, he thought, 
how the ropes and gags of a family 
had tied him down. There had 
never been enough cash; there 
were too many mortgages and in¬ 
surance. He had taught geog¬ 
raphy. vividly describing the 
cypress of South Africa and the 
pines of the Black Sea to his 
pupils. Yet he had never tra% r eled; 
his vacations were spent at home, 
in a flurry of mending fences, 
painting walls, and unplugging the 
paper-clogged toilet. He taught art. 
yet he hadn’t been to a substantial 
gallery since his bachelorhood. 
There had been no time to go fish¬ 
ing, no money to buy a hunting 
rifle. He taught English, and he’d 
had frequent urges to write, but 
there wasn’t a peaceful spot in his 
whole damned house. It had taken 
him until now to realize that Irma 
had only permitted watery beer; 
Cole hadn’t had brandy or a good 
bottle of wine for ages. Nor had 
they ever gone to a restaurant, 
and Cole was stunned now: how 
could he have tolerated his wife’s 
boring food? 

"Your stew is getting cold!” said 
the nurse. 

Cole stared at his food, usually 
luke-warm—a microscopic casserole 
of beef, tasteless no doubt, and a 
miniature glass of skimmed milk. 
Enough for a dying grandmother. 
In the corridor, Cole spied full¬ 
hipped nurses bearing trays with 
even less nourishment. Dr. Tichy 
came by. as though by accident. 
He stuck his big-eved, thick- 
jowled head in. "Better drink your 
milk!” he said, in a new show of 


authority. 

Cole didn’t touch the glass. 
“Tell me. doctor. Were you serious 
about those twenty-four hours?” 

"Absolutely!” 

"That’s all I wanted to know,” 
Cole said, and waited until the 
small, white-smocked dictator was 
gone. Five-thirty. Cole poured the 
grey milk into his bed-pan. He 
would have liquor tonight. He 
shoved half the stew after the milk. 
He would dine on something much 
better tonight. A man had better 
enjoy his last day. 

At six, the nurse came back, and 
Cole made her take the tray. She 
is lovely, he thought as she bent 
down, smelling of soap. But you 
will have something even nicer 
than her tonight. Evelyn. It would 
merely be a matter of a successful 
escape. 

Cole had been at the small hos¬ 
pital long enough to know the 
hours of its staff. When all the 
trays were back at the kitch)tfl|; 
the nurses would go down to ONI 
cafeteria; only a skeleton ere# 
would watch the floor. It was the 
time when the night crew had not 
yet come — a good time for the 
flight. 

Cole rose, locked the door, put 
on his underwear, slacks, shirt, 
coat. He was well enough to be 
hungry; but he forced himself to 
go slowly. Now he unlocked the 
door and peered through. He had 
been right: Diagonally across the 
hall the station of nurses was 
deserted except for an assistant. 
She was reading a magazine. She 
didn’t even look up when Cole, hat 
across his pale brow, ducked past 
her desk. 

Luck was with him. As he had 
expected, the hospital offices were 
closed; he could hear the lou<$ 
counting of money behind the dobr 
marked "Cashier”. It reminded 
him of his own riches; this room¬ 
ing. the school principal had sent 
the pay envelope to Cole’s room; 
and the teacher now congratulated 
himself for not surrendering the 
cash to Irma. God. how well he 



would spend it! 

There was only one hurdle now 
— the receptionist. But as Cole 
drew close to her cubicle, he saw 
that she was engrossed in conver¬ 
sation with a scrubwoman. He 
slipped past. A moment later, he 
was through the main door, walk¬ 
ing along the cobble-stoned walk, 
across a lawn and under the poplar 
tunnel into town. 

Cole stopped, his mouth dry 
with excitement. But his heart did 
not fail him; he felt no pain what¬ 
soever. It had rained in the after¬ 
noon. and Cole gratefully took a 
deep breath. The spring air was 
balmy and washed clean; the pure 
scent of young grass and leaves 
rose into his nostrils. It was odd. 
he thought, how one lived fully 
with the threat of death. It was as 
though he saw those magnificent 
trees for the first time, each leaf 
a distinct etching. The sun had 
gone down, and here and there. 
Cole could see the lilac sky through 
the entwined tree branches. The 
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evening had started well. 

He was tired and weak with 
hunger when he had a soft, up¬ 
holstered chair of the town’s best 
restaurant under him. 

The menu was excellent. There 
were eight or nine hors d’oeuvres 
to choose from, and some ten 
entries. As he read and re-read the 
bill of fare, the strict hospital diet 
shuddered to his mind. A heart 
thrombosis called for a minimum 
of calories. To hell with calories 
tonight! He started with a whiskey 
and soda, quickly followed by some 
smoked salmon — his favorite — a 
spot of caviar, two slices of French 
bread, then an oxtail soup, golden¬ 
eyed and smoking. 

He ate silently, contentedly, feel¬ 
ing the strength ebb back into him. 
Now and then, he glanced about, 
drawing in the surroundings—the 
mahogany walls, the table-cloths. 
A splendid place. The waitress wore 
a frilly bonnet and a smile, and at 
his command, she brought him his 
main course. The meal sat well in 
his stomach, and he didn’t regret 
the expense; for years, he hadn’t 
spent money on himself. For his 
family’s sake, he’d worn his few. 
clothes to shreds, had only asked 
for a small pocket money, so that 
the rest could go into the house and 
into a large life insurance policy. He 
had made sure that the children 
had books, that his wife had a sew¬ 
ing machine, and her workable tele¬ 
vision set. To hold his position at 
the school, he had controlled him¬ 
self in front of the principal, and at 
the parent-teacher meetings when 
foolish wowen asked foolish ques¬ 
tions about their off-spring. All for 
his family. Now he’d better think 
of himself. 

“Dessert, sir?” 

“Yes.” he said. “I shall have the 
fresh strawberries with cream. And 
a brandy afterward.” 

Smoking, he discovered two eld¬ 
erly behatted ladies in their too- 
young coats and makeups at an 
adjacent table. They knew him 
from school; under normal circum¬ 


stances, he would have been forced 
to greet them politely. But he al¬ 
lowed himself the pleasure of ignor¬ 
ing them. He might as well stop 
being a mouse. Cigarette between 
his lips, he left a large tip and 
stepped past the overdressed wo¬ 
men. It was good to snub someone 
you didn’t like, he thought. That 
goes for Tichy. too. 

Outside, the air was stilt spring¬ 
like. billowing Cole to his next ad¬ 
venture. The meal stuck to his ribs, 
giving him strength for the evening. 

Should he surprise his wife? To 
his amusement, he conjured up the 
picture of her astonishment. In his 
mind's eye, he saw her work-worn 
face look away from the television 
set for a moment. Maybe she would 


even get up and call him “Honey?!! 
— a meaningless word —and hurry 
back to her screen. Every evening, 
she was rooted to the kaleidoscope 
of nonsense, unable to tear herself 
away from the flicekering noise. She 
would sit there through the slogans. 
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HIS NEXT TCRAST SPREE 

(Continued From VV) 
the messages, the songs, transfixed, 
while his teen-age children 
hummed the commercials and then 
dropped off to sleep. TV was not 
even switched off when her best 
friend came, to share in the loud 
crunch of popcorn or potato chips. 
The electric monster was the re¬ 
ward for the day's housewife-drud¬ 
gery; it had to stay switched on, 
jealous of intelligent conversation. 

Indeed, Irma never read a l>ook 
these days, hardly touched the 
newspaper. Television! As Cole 
walked, he discovered that he'd 
lately been sucked into the silly 
tube, too; just before his attack, he 
had uncritically watched the pro¬ 
grams until eleven. The medium 
had destroyed his resolution to 
paint more, and to write a little. 

No, he wouldn’t waste this last 
evening with his wife. He needed a 
change from TV, and her predict¬ 
able, unresponsive love-making. 

Instead, he went to a phone 
booth and looked up Evelyn’s num¬ 
ber. 

He had known Evelyn for five 
years. They taught school together, 
and it had only been Cole’s fear of 
scandal, and in the end of his own 
shyness —would he be able to sat¬ 
isfy her —which had prevented him 
from the chase. Oh, Evelyn and he 
had always been close friends; al¬ 
most every day, they had put their 
heads together, and complained 
about the lack of freedom in their 
profession. They had ached for cre¬ 
ation, but the principal had frus¬ 
trated each try to get away from 
the prescribed l>ooks. 

Cole knew that she liked him. 
He just hadn’t been man enough to 
reach for her. 

His heart l>eat dangerously as he 
dialed; for a moment, he expected 
the tightening vise around his 
chest.Now Evelyn answered, and 
the fear was gone. 

“It’s Henry!” he said breath¬ 
lessly. 

“I sent you a get-well card. It 


must have worked, 

“Gave me courage, anyway. I es¬ 
caped from the hospital. 

“Did you really?” 

“Yes," he said recklessly. “I 
wanted to hold your hand. 

“Henry!” 

He knew he’d flattered her. “Will 
you have some champagne with an 
escaped convict?” 

“I won’t.” she said. “But I will 
with you. Or are you joking?" 

“Oh, no,” he said. “We must cele¬ 
brate my freedom.” 

“But are you well enough?” 

“I’m dying.” he said, and he was 
glad to hear her laugh. “Besides, 
the search is on. Tichy has the 
bloodhounds out. Can \ r ou shelter 
me nea >ie fireplace?” 

“I’ll throw you in.” 

“You have nice, dry, crackling 
wood?” 

"Yes, dear." 

He was fascinated by her voice, 
so soft, yet sparkling, quite unlike 
Irma’s. 

“Hurry!” Evelyn said. "I’m shiv¬ 
ering.” 

When he hung up, Cole had to 
lean against the booth wall. His 
forehead was covered with a cold 
sweat. Outside, his excitement died 
down under an onrush of pride. It 
was easy, he thought, on his way to 
the liquor store. In one mighty 
heave, he’d tom apart the rusty, 
clanking chains of boredom and 
convention. He’d started to obey 
his senses, to seek the pleasures 
which were due to a middle-aged 
man. Oh, they were only a small 
portion, but they would do, for to¬ 
night. As he stepped through the 
evening, he suddenly thought of the 
time, years ago. when he’d awak¬ 
ened with a wish to go hunting. 
He’d wanted to stalk an elk, to 
chase a deer, to lift up a good rifle 
to the sky at dawn and hag a few 
pheasants. Friends had gone, hut 
his wife had made a noisy scene 
when he suggested it, that he join 
them. Where would he take the 
money from? she’d asked. 

Cole reached for his full wallet in 
the liquor store. He’d often been 


here to warn the owner not to sell 
minors. The owner now gave him 
an amused glance. 

“I'll have some champagne. 
Which is the best brand?” 

“Why, Mr. Cole!” 

“Never mind your remarks! Let's 
have the best!” 

"It comes from France.” 

“All right. Iced, please!" 

Then he was out again and, as he 
shakily passed another store, he 
saw a giant cardboard copy of a 
famous perfume in the window. He 
went, in and bought a bottle—an 
extravagance he hadn’t permitted 
himself for thirty years. 

Evelyn was pleased to see him, 
and she showed it. She had once 
been married-and after the di¬ 
vorce. she had not found another 
man. She didn’t want a simpleton 
and she had kept her standards. 

“The champagne,” he said, hand¬ 
ing it to her. The plan worked. As 
she held the Imttle, she was de¬ 
fenseless: he put his arms around 
her neck and kissed her on the lips. 
He had always liked her lips— 
large, prominent, promising much. 
“That was wicked," she said, when 
he let her go. But her slanted eyes 
smiled at him, and he could read 
hunger in the oval face. 

He was grateful that she didn't 
complain about the years it had 
taken him to come here, to inquire 
about the reasons, or to speak 
about his heart-attack. He let 
himself to the floor in the cluttered 
living room. She lit the fire, then 
came into his arms on the carpet as 
though it were the most normal 
thing in the world. 

They had the champagne, which 
made him slightly dizzy because 
he’d already had the whiskey, a 
bottle of wine and the brandy, and 
because she was there beside him 
now, her soft, brown hair against 
his forehead. She was a big- 
bosom girl, much larger than his 
wife, and he relished touching the 
unaccustomed hips, sliding his 
hand down her shoulders, watching 
his fingers as they slowly peeled off 
the nylons. 

( Continued On Page 72 
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Remember The 
Old Gibson Girls? 
Maybe Not; 

But Here's A 
New Gibson Girl 
You'll Never Forget: 
Ginger Gibson! 







GINGER 
& SPICE 



Eve r sincr she was a little girl — or 
rather, torn-boy, GingeT Gibson has 
been fascinated by amusement parks. 
Their picturesque, exciting architec¬ 
ture. the smell of cotton candy, pop 
corn, and hot dogs, and the sounds of 
the calliope, roller coaster, and side 
shows, have never ceastxl to bring a 
flutter t<> her pulse*. 

Bv the time she* was fourteen. Gin¬ 
ger had convinced her parents that 
they should move to Ocean Park in 
California, when* rent was cheap, the 
ocean was your front yard, and an 
amusement park was your next door 
i»eighl>or. And so during her teen-age 
years. Ginger lived in a fantasy world, 
going to school during the day and 
mingling with the people from tile 
amusement park during the night. 

At the age of eighteen. Ginger 
achieved her first real goal: site be¬ 
came a dancer at the amusement park 
in one of the side show attractions. At 
first her parents were opjvo.xed to hav¬ 
ing their daughter exposed to such an 
atmosphere as a performer, but after 
Ginger introduced them to the "car- 
mV* friends she had made, they 
agreed to let her have fun for one 
summer. 

And (anger had a hall! She did a 
mischievous 'Vootch** dance that had 
the customers Hocking to her stall! 
W ith her cute, cuddly bice, a youth¬ 
ful figure measuring V7-2;2-'>fi, and 
standing a pros ocati \ e 5' V\ she w as 
a picture of femininity and charm 
that (nought new life and vitalitv to 
the whole amusement park 

hen the park closed for the fall. 
Ginger made her major decision, she 
would turn to dancing as a full-time 
‘-ueei It was exciting, stimulating. 

• nd profitable, and besides, site fox ed 














every minute of it! 

For tilt* next several months. ("lin¬ 
ger mailt* the rounds of the Holly* 
wood studios, looking for work. She 
landed hit parts in television and 
movies, but mostly as an ingenue, not 
a dancer. And although she found 
acting enjoyable, it didn't give her the 
same “kick" as dancing; and soon she 
became discouraged. 

But as luck would have it. just 
when Ginger was ready to giv < up. 
she was spotted by a photographer 
who saw in her a potentially out¬ 
standing figure model. He quickly 
introduced himself and. taking ad¬ 
vantage ‘of her low spirits, had no 
trouble convincing her of the excite* 
merit in becoming a model. 

To top off his argument, the pho¬ 
tographer suggested shooting her at 







a deserted amusement park. And Gin¬ 
ger just c ouldn't resist this im itation! 

Ginger still didn't find modeling 
as much fun as dancing. hut it was 
almost as ext iting. and it brought her 
to the attention of the riuht people. 
It wasn’t long after she begun appear¬ 
ing in print that she was "discovered** 
hy one of the very casting directors 
who had previously given her the 
cold shoulder. And from that time on. 
Ginger has been mov ing upvvaid to¬ 
wards stardom! 

Today, the name of Ginger Gibson 
may not hi* as much a household 
word as Marilyn Monroe. Shirley 
Maclaine, or Debbie* Reynolds: but it 
soon w ill he! Because Ginger is busy 
these* days makiug a big name* for 
herself — as a dancer, which is just 
what she's always wanted! 

Unfortunately. Ginger no longer 
has time to do figure* modelling. So 
these pic tures may be* the last c hance* 
voull have to see* this voting, prettv. 
and talented lass “in the Hesli. Take 
a good look. then, and remember the 
lace, figure*, and name* ol Conger Gih- 
son. And when you next see her as a 
star performer, remember., you saw 
her first in SPREE! 



FOTO QUIZ 
ANSWERS 

1 GINGER AND SPICE: 

1. (c) Ginger Gibson, 
j 2- (d) amusement parks. 

3. (c) dancer. 

*A SHY MAID FROM NIPPON: 

;1. (c) 4' 9". 

<2. (a) the new, sophisticated, 
worldly Japanese 
woman. 

-3. (b) the Second World War. 
\BAWDY CITY OF 
[THE OLD WEST: 

-1. (b) Leadville. 

>2. (a) miners. 

'3. (b) Colorado. 


DARKROOM PASSION: 

1. (b) Photography. 

2. (a) darkroom developing. 

3. (b) there’s more to potog- 

raphy than meets the 
eye. 

AN UNCOMMON BEAUTY: 

1. (b) her name. 

2. (c) Arros. 

3. (d) all of these. 

STRANGE LOVE: 

1. (c) humanoids. 

2. (d) Jago and Bellezza. 

3. (c) 2372. 

SINGAPORE’S SADISTIC 
SEX SOCIETY: 

1. (b) the Red Butterflies. 

2. (a) women. 

3. (c) Eurasian beauty. 

HIS NEXT-TO-LAST SPREE: 

1. (a) deathly ill. 

2. (b) going for a walk. 

3. (c) secret love. 


BEAUTY, BONGOS, AND 
PIZZA: 

1. (b) Gina Held. 

2. (b) pizzaria. 

3. (c) bongos. 

KEY OF LUST: 

1. (c) padlock. 

2. (a) electrician. 

3. (a) Debby Wright. 

AN ANGEL ON HORSEBACK: 

1. (c) Bambie Lee. 

2. (b) pinto. 

3. (c) Florida. 

MAD MISTRESS OF THE 
FRENCH QUARTER: 

1. (d) New Orleans. 

2. (d) Madame Lalaurie. 

3. (a) whipping her slaves. 
SPREE ON SOUND: 

1. (b) soundtrack record. 

2. (a) pie. 

3. (b) don’t flirt with one girl 

when your own date is 
around. 


<>! 





EXCLUSIVE: 


SPREE ACTION 
ADVENTURE STORY 

By Arnold Whitman 


After Two-Timing A Beau¬ 
tiful Eurasian Broad, I was 
Beaten And Whipped By 

w,®, r , Sob S!sters Tf <is 
Wild, Wicked Sin City Of 
The East! 







SINGAPORE’S 

Sadistic Sex 

Society 


Take warning, pal. You trifle with the a fleet ions of Singapore's delightful daughters 


at your own risk. Slip up as I did, and you’ll feel deadly the sting of the Red 
Butterflies. “Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned." In this lively town. 


it’s true with a vengeance. The western adage has been given a Far East twist that 


spells torture, degradation and even death for the fool who is careless 



with the love of a Singapore belle. Like many another who 


has knocked about the globe, I find that none of the 


world’s great cities more richly deserve the title 






SINGAPORE'S 
SEX SOCIETY! 


Vice ;itid corruption coiiyc dirt cheap 
in this surging island mt'trojjolis it' 
Southeast Asia, life is cheaper still. I 
operate outside the law on occasion, hut 
by Singapore standards I m a rank 
amateur. 

When I arrived here to take care of 
the shipping end of an involved gold 
smuggling deal. I found that I could 
have a man killed for the price of a 
steak dinner in the United States, and 
take my pleasure with a delicate Eur¬ 
asian girl for the price of the tip. 

Here, where fastidious Englishmen 
cautiously rul) elbows with representa¬ 
tives of the white, brown, black and 


yellow raet^s of the world. I discovered 
that the crude and violent sins of the 
West had l>eeii flavored with the subtle 
perversions of the* Orient. 

Yes. I discovered many things — that 
opium could Ih* had cheaper than good 
liquor and that the sky was the limit 
in gambling, whether it Ik* poker, mah 
jong or roulette. 

1 paid too little attention, though, to 
the secret societies — those strange 
love cults devoted to perverted sexual 
pleasures, as well as the tightly-knit 
hands out for fast lxw»ty and quick profit. 

I knew vaguely of the famed Triad 
Society — a small army of tough young 
thugs who terrorize tin* city, squeezing 
protection money out of prostitutes, taxi 
drivers, shop kec|XTS. housewives and 
even children. 

There was also the Sons of Harmony 
— an elite group of fabulously wealthy 
Chines** and selected Westerners who 
rue! each month in an abandoned temple 
to participate in an occult love feast that 
required the services of the city's most 
Iwvmtiful prostitutes. 

The society I didn’t learn alxmt was 
the Hed Butterflies, an organization of 
more than •*>()() women who have taken 
it upon themselves to ensure that Singa¬ 
pore's women keep their men. When 1 
did find out, it was much too late. 

The girl who caused mv trouble with 
the lied Butterflies was Sonia Ho Ling 
-- a luscious lovely of mixed parentage. 
I met Sonia at tin* Empire Arms, one of 
the city's most fashionable clubs. Her 
escort, kemal Sehnurer, had a pudgy 
finger in just alxmt every one of Singa- 
l*»res illegal pies - from prostitution to 
dope smuggling. Even though 1 knew 
the delicate Eurasian girl to Ik* one of 


Singapore's high-class oourtesoans. I re 
sented the povM*vsivo altitude of the fat 
little pig of a man who seemed to drip 
oil and sweat from every |x>re. 

Oddlv enough, Scbimrer singled me 
out. Because mv line of business wasn’t 
much iRtter than his. I guess. CleaiMf>• 
maylx*. hut ccrtainlv no more legal. “Ho. 
The American. Whitman/* he shouted 
jovially, elbowing his way through the 
crowd as he waddled over in my direc¬ 
tion. His damp, encircling arm never left 
the Eurasian girl’s waist. 

Sehnurer had already had more than 
enough to drink. His conversation, drip¬ 
ping with obscenity, covered many sub¬ 
jects. But 1 paid little attention. I had 
eyes only for the girl, whose expression¬ 
less face barely concealed her disgust 
for the little man. 

As he <*ontinued to drink, his conver¬ 
sation became even more incoherent. 
But finally he noticed the attention I 
was paying Sonia. "Ah. she is beautiful, 
is she not?’’ He shook his head waggishly. 
"Perhaps you would like to try her out? 

I've Ihk*ii around, hut even 1 was 
disgusted hv the fat little dope runner's 
proposal. From the gleam in his eye. I 
could guess that he was the type of 
Johnnie who preferred to watch rather 
than participate. Sonia, who as a prosti¬ 
tute was paid to go along with just about 
any kind of gag. was silent — too proud 
to look at either of us. hut listening, you 
can hot, to every word. 

1 couldn’t seem to shake the pair. And 
as the night wore on, Sehnurer drank 
more and more. Finally he suggested 
moving to a livelier place. I didn’t want 
to go. but he wouldn’t take no for an 
answer. 

We wound up in a dingy, smoke-filled 
joint in the native quarter, where a loud 
orchestra blared Chinese' jazz into our 
ears and scantily clad Chinese waitresses 
brought us large glasses of cheap, raw* 
whisky. 

Sonia and I drank little, hut Sehnurer 
downed one glass after another. It was 
too much. Ho passed out, sliding slowly 
out of his chair in a groat sprawling 
mass to the Boor. 

I called a cah and arranged for a 
couple of Chinese kitchen hoys to dump 
this lump of quivering flesh uncere¬ 
moniously in the hack seat. The driver 
was a dishonest looking bandit, hut I 
didn’t much care if he took Sehnurer 
for every hit of ciiange lie had — whether 
or not he got him home alive, in fact. 

That left me with the beauteous 
Sonia. I couldn’t leave her there even 
if I had wanted to. And believe me. 
buddy. I didn t want to! I hailed another 
cah and took her home. 

I suppose I should have left her at the 
door. That would have been the gentle¬ 
manly thing to do. But I*m only human. 


I’ve never refused an ins il.item to .* 
girl’s apartment and J wasn’t alxmt to 
start tin'll, Sonia, drliglitfnllv ;»d«*pt at 
I Hath Eastern and Western stvle love, 
saw to it that I didn’t, regret mv decision. 

For a time after that first night. Sonia 
and I were constant companions. It was 
fun while it lasted, hilt to me she was 
just another Eurasian tootsie to have a 
good time with. I didn't think she. of 
all fieople. would lie under any illusions. 

Oddly enough, she was taking it all 
a lot more seriously than she shoo hi 
have. As* an admitted prostitute, she wax 
developing some screwy ideas about 
settling down — raising a family and all 
that jazz. 

When I saw how the* wind wax Wow¬ 
ing. I decided to get out as gracefully 
as possible. 1 gradually stopp'd corning 
around — disappeared for days at a time. 

At first she was puzzled and hurt, 
"You don’t love me any more/' slue 
pouted on more than one occasion, flow 
eon hi I tell her that I hadn’t loved her 
in the first place? 

At the same time I lx*gan running 
around with another Eurasian doll, 
hoping tliat world would get hack to 
Sonia and that she would he able to 
figure w hat tin* score was. 

Word did get hack am! Soma did 
do some figuring. Not the w ay I wanted 
her to. though. I had no idea how 
jealous these Eurasian cuties could lx*, 
and Sonia evidently could get hotter 
under the collar tlwin most of 'em. 

I found out what Sonia w as up to a 
few nights later. I had just eaten supjHT 
and was leaving the restaurant to go to 
my apartment. When I got out on the 
street, a pair of husky Chinese babes 
came up on either side of me and 
grabbed my arms. Another opened the 
door of a waiting car. while a fourth 
hid the scene from tin* jx'ople who were 
passing by. 

I was too surprised to cry out. and 
anyone who saw tin- situation proliahlv 
shrugged it off as a drunk lx*ing taken 
home to the wife and kiddies before In* 
got into trouble. 

Don't get me wrong. I’m not the most 
helpless man in the world. But these 
tough tootsies had me tangled up like a 
plate of spaghetti In the cah. they blind¬ 
folded me. The driver, of course, was an 
accomplice. 

After twisting and turning through 
the noise-filled, crowded streets, we ar¬ 
rived at our destination. I could tell by 
the smell that we were in the native 
quarter. They hustled me out of the cah 
and into a building. 

T he girls marched me down what 
seemed to be a long hall before w e came 
to a door. I heard the key turn as thev 
opened it. Then they shoved me inside, 
and I heard the key click again as they 



!<* kr<l int* in 

Mv h.u»»:l\' vvrt<* fr«’r. so I lipprd off 
fhr blnnih ilil. I u.is in .1 f.iirlv 1.»i vi«' 
InvniiousK .ippointnl room, w it)i soft 
mcs. i'oinfoit.(!>!«* rh.iirs .uul «*vi k n .1 
coin h «oi w lilt h I coitltl Jir down. 

”\V!mI fix* fu ll h.iv«• thrv hronulit nu* 
fun* for*"’, I wondorrd dond. I could 
think of no reason vv hv .ni\nn,< rsprei- 
.«11 % Nsoimn. would want to kidnap me. 

I m not realls that L r < ><><I in the sa< k. The 
Uold tlcal was Mnall time and I had no 
enemies I was aware of fn shorf. tfiere 
uas no reason whv anvone should he 
out for m\ hide 

I settled down, making rnvself as com¬ 
fortable as possible as I waited to see 
w h.it would happen. I didn’t have to 
wait lonu. Within a half hour, a tall. 
e\(i*ptionaI!\ ijood looking (’hinese v*irl 
stalked i£r jolullv into the room. 

She stood, arms fol(h*<l over her gener- 
ous bosom, ua/ini: imperiousK at me. 

So Mr. Whitman, you are wondering, 
perhaps, why you are here?” 

1 said nothing and we mcasuied each 
otlier for a lout* moment liefore she 
sjv»ki* again. “Von have Inure! of tin* 
He<l Butterflies?’’ >hr asked. 

When I shook mv head, she explained: 

”! he Bed Butterflies. Mr. W hitman is an 
mgani/ation devoted to [punishing men 
w l*o stray from the arms of those women 
w lio 1* »\ C them. 

Her face was expressionless and I 
shivered instinetis el\ as I antieipatt*d 
the trouble that was ahead. 

\nu have been reported to us by 
Sonia Ho Ling, who has paid us vvrjj 
to see that son are suitably eliasti/ed. 

^ db that she c lapped her hands and 
the door opener I. A half dozen husks 
maidens similar to those who had shoved 
me into the ear silently entered the 
r<w,,u 4,n <l stood waiting for her next 
command. 

1 ie him up, she snapped. I hi 4 girls 
W<T <* "U me in a second. Silken cords 
hmmd my hands and feet as they ripped 
t,H l , : Hk< ‘t ,m ^ s ^ ,rt f ron » mv bar k. 

1 hr- whip! sbe shouted. One of the 
yjrls uncoiled a vviekr*d looking black 
snake whip which slu* gav<- to the tall, 
Mautiful C.hinese who was running the 
show. 

I was shov'ciI face down, on the 
couch, knowing that it would he hut a 
h w second In-fore tin- lasli hit into mv 
back. 

* heard a whistle as the whip 
<ievi nd«*d in a screaming arc . It snapped 
and again, luting ch-iper and 
cieejnT. I felt a warm tric kle of hloo<l 
run down mv ribs as I clenched my 

c *t i, trying to keep back the eric*s of 

pain. 

hmally, I passed out When I awoke 
ou« o the girls was kneading salve* into 
m> hac k. Her hands, tender as they were- 

< Continued On Pa^e bf> ) 


FOR SPICE THAT’S NICE 

Take our advice and rush 25c in 
coin or stamps and feast vour lamps 
upon our great-new catalog of books 
for adults. A fantabulous collection 
of fun and frolic for those vv'ho like 
to live and love and laugh. Novels. 
French Books, Cartoon Humor and 
Art Albums! Over 100 illustrations 
in this wonderful Cadillac of catalogs 
for men and women. Banned bv blue- 
noses. but bought by big boys in big¬ 
ger bunches everywhere. Write to¬ 
day! 

OAKLEY BOOK COMPANY 

627 W. Eastland Gallatin, Tenn. 


rXGURE PHOTOS 






Of'ly »h* lovct ond w*-1 f 

d9v + !o ped <.g W fe ’T'odeli fre^n 

S England. froref 0 re 

f*o»u'ed >n th,y offer ur 

U»otil $3, S 5. ond $10 Sen 
Sample* ond brother 

C B PRODUCTIONS. BOX 174 

Radio City Station NY 19 NY 


CURIOUS? 

t hov# torn* photos of pretty 
flirt* which may be of interest 
to yow. Not the ordinary kind 
*2 4 n 5*t onty $1 QQ 

T Ocho.J s. D . p) 41f | 
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Secret Lev* 

The Bikini with the desire 
to please Ever so brief - 
bold and bewitching 
Designed for the gal who 
likes plenty of action, with 
the feel ol luxury In rich 
Lace jnd Nylon All Black 
or Red with Black Lace 
Si/es. Small, Medium or 
Large $3.98 
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SCMtiC FMtt«S 

Scandalously brief panties 
eipertly tailored of sheerest 
100% Nylon with contoured 
French shadow panel. 
Maximum comfort with 
minimum coverage perfect 
for street wear, stage or 
photography A terrific 
gift set. Choice of Black. 
Red. White. Pink, or Blue. 
Small. Medium or Large. 

Give hip measurement 
for perfect fit Set of 3, 
$3.98 
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Shart *N Sweet 

There’s nothing ordinary 
about the special gal who 
gets these panties as a^ift! 
Spicy scalloped leg is so 
feminine. Black Nylon Lace 
over Sheer or Flamingo Red 
with Black lace 
Waist sizes 77 to 30 
$3.98 


& 
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Che He 

A sparkling gift for the gal 
with a twinkle m her eyes 
French-cut panties have 
that high on the thigh fit 
Rhinestones and mother of 
peart applique, on luiury 
Nylon lace Panties in 
All Black, flamingo Red 
and Black Lace Waist sizes 
72 to 30 $3.98 
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Bali 

Sarong panty of sheer Nylon 
and lace A style that’s sure 
to please All Black. White 
or flamingo Red with 
Black lace Waist sizes 
72 to 10 $3.98 


.* o*-_ 
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I FANCY PANTS Dept 
MI0 Mellyweod Bird. 


Fades Bergen 

Guaranteed to please? The 
very briefest G-stnng panty. 
Nylon lace over the sheerest 
Nylon Trimmed in dainty 
lace. too. Panties in All 
Black or Flamingo Red with 
Black Lace Waist sizes 
22 to 30 $2 9B— 

2 pr. for $5.50 


La Parisienae 

Everyone has a 
favorite . This 
• s sure to be hers! 
Nylon Lace slit side 
panties in all 
Black, or Flamingo 
Red with Black 
Lace. Waist sizes 
22 to 30 $3.t8 


FANCY PANTS Dart .595 

V880 Hedpreed Bled.. Meltywead 78, Callfentia 


595 . 

Heifyweed 28. California 

Please rush my order for Fancy Panties which I 
have checked below Enclosed is $ . f } Check 

( 1 Cash * IMoney Order ( )Send COO (I enclose 
$1 00 and will pay postman balance) 


Scaatie Panties 
La P*nsie«M 
Shari N Sweet 
Felies Bergen 


( ] Cherie 
f I Bad 

l ) Secret 

Lave 


Waist Size 
Hip Size 
Color 


City 


State 


BY 





SINGAPORE’S SADISTIC SEX SOCIETY! 

(Continued from Page 65 ) 


felt like sandpaper on my raw wounds, 

I passed out again. When 1 awoke my 
hands were untied and l was alone, I 
got up and walked stiffly about. My 
back felt like a running river of fire. 

I vyas not alone for long. The door 
opened and the tall Chinese girl entered. 
Jn spite of my pain. I was stunned by 
her beauty. She wore the traditional 
high necked dress of the non-western- 
izrd Chinese, but underneath I could 
see that she had Marilyn Monroe, Antia 
Ekhcrg and anyone else you care to 
name l>t*at by a mile! 

"You are the first westerner we have 
had here. Mr Whitman** she said. “1 
hojH 1 you have leant d your lesson w ell.*’ 

With that she sat beside me on the 
couch. 

I might have been mistaken, but I 
thought I caught a speculative gleam in 
her eye like she was wondering what 
we pale fellows were g<>od for. Even so. 
1 wanted no part of this tootsie. The only 
thing I wanted to do was to give her a 
rap in the chopixTs. 

1 didn't dig these Oriental chicks at 
all. First they beat you. then they sit 
down as though nothing had happened 
and want to make small talk. This one 
seemed determined to explain the func¬ 
tions of her organization. 

The Red Butterflies, she told me. was 
among the most secret of the Chinese 
secret societies — made up of more than 
500 tough women, all of whom were 
tattooed w ith a small red and blue but¬ 
terfly on the left thigh. Without hesita¬ 
tion. or even the smallest sign of 
embarrassment, she hiked her slit skirt 
almve her knees and pointed proudlv to 
her own tattoo. 

Chin la’e, as she was called, allowed 
me to look quite a hit longer than was 
reallv nccessan. It didn't take much 
savvy on my part to realize that this 
dame was out to teach me more of a 
lesson than her job required. 

I ignored the obvious invitation. I was 
damned if I was going to play stud for 
this over-sized bitch. It was foolish of 
me, I know. She could make it tough 
for rne if she w anted to. 

Chin Lee went on to explain her or¬ 
ganization. not caring whether or not 
I wanted to hear. She told me of the 
unfortunate affair in her own earlier 
sears that led her to seek revenge on 
the man who had used her and then 
tossinl her aside. 

She found, after this incident, that 
there were many women in Singapore 


who wanted to get even with unfaithful 
lovers, or to do something to keep their 
men on the straight and narrow. 

Gradually, she gathered a group of 
women in the band that was later to 
become known as the Red Butterflies. 
"Butterfly" incidentally, is an oriental 
term for "the faithless one,” men or 
women who flit from one new love to 
another. 

In Smgajtorc, Chin lai* told me. a 
wife or mistress merely had to mention 
the Red Butterflies to straighten out an 
erring husband. The threat was suffi¬ 
cient. Few men wanted to risk feeling 
their sting. 

As she spoke, she leaned back into 
the soft couch. Her slanted eyes were 
smoky with an unspoken invitation. In 
spite of mv decision to ignore her obvi¬ 
ous charms, I was tempted. But I still 
couldn’t get used to the idea of making 
love to a woman who had beaten me. 

She was growing impatient, though. 
This commanding Chinese broad wasn't 
used to lx*ing ignored by men or anyone 
else, B> this time her knee was touching 
mine and her breathing was shallow and 
labored. 

When 1 .showed no signs of respond¬ 
ing. a grim look came into her eyes and 
her mouth stiffened. She got up sud¬ 
denly, went over to the door, and turned 
the ke\. This meant more trouble. Shell 
try to rape me. I though. This at least, 
was a novel situation. But frankly, I 
had had enough of novel situations this 
day. 

She stalked over to the couch, where 
she stood towering above me. Suddenly 
her hands came down and she slapped 
rne - hard! I wasn't taking this from *\py 
dame. I started to stand up and she 
clouted me again. 

I know that it’s not cricket to hit a 
girl, but this was no girl. This was a 
man-eating tigress! 1 said to hell with 
the consequences and drove my right 
into her Ixdly. I expected her to cry out, 
but she was silent. Her hum! lashed out 
again, but this time her claws raked 
down rtu cheek, drawing blood. I knew 
then, that she would ask no quarter, nor 
would she c ry for help. 

I lead no compunction at all when 1 
blasted her again. She doubled over 
with a grunt of pain, but was on me 
immcdiutelx We wrestled around a bit 
and believe me, we were evenly 
matched, (.‘bin lav wav as rough and 
tough a d.mie us i ever hope to tangle 
with. For a time 1 thought she would 


eventually get the best of me, 

I realized that it would be either me 
or her. I chopped at her neck with a 
judo blow that knocked her to her knees. 

1 hit her again. 

She was beaten and she knew it, but 
her hand reached out and grabbed my 
ankle and she pulled me off my feet. 
We continued our wrestling match in a 
tingled mass on the floor. 

By this time we were both panting 
and disheveled. My back was laced with 
red stripes of pain as we fought an. 
Finally. I pinned her arms to the floor 
and sat astraddle, looking down into her 
rebellious face. Her eyes were smoky 
with hate. Maybe something else was 
hidden there, but I couldn't read it. 

Then I conferred the biggest insult. 

I leaned over her deliberately and kissed 
her long and hard. I kept my lips pressed 
to hers until in spite of herself she 
responded. 

By this time, I, too, was losing control 
Suddenly she was all fluttery and femi¬ 
nine. As she arched toward me, l took 
hold of the high-necked, brocaded silk 
dress she wore and ripped it from her. 
She was passive and demure as my 
hungry eyes feasted on her ivory-tinted 
form. 

We stayed there a long timfc. 
hours passed uncounted as we met $ 
ami again in the most delightful of 
forms of unarmed combat. Only once 
did she clap her hands — not for help, 
but to order food and drink as we rested. 

1 must admit that I found this sudden 
change delightful It was almost worth 
the beating I had taken. While it was a 
thoroughly enjoyable situation. I knevy, 
instinctively, that it wouldn’t remain so 
for long. Chin Lee would soon tire of 
being a woman. She was meant to lead, 
not to follow — to dominate* not to sub¬ 
ject herself to another’s whims. It was a 
pity, really. She was a real woman when 
she allowed herself to be. 

Evidently she sensed, too, that it was 
time to call it quits. Neither of us could 
be happy for long in such a predicament, 
While she was meant to rule, 1 was not 
meant to be dominated. 

Finally we got up and dressed silently 
— not looking at each other. We both 
knew, I think, that this was an occasion 
neither of us would forget, but that 
neither of us wanted to repent. 

She opened the door silently and led 
me out into the corridor. We walked 
without saving a word to the door at the 
end of the long hall when? I had been 
brought in. 

When she opened the door that led 
to the outside world, it wa s broad day¬ 
light. The streets were fillet! with a 
laughing, chattering crowd of people. I 
felt othl standing there in the bright sun¬ 
light. It all seemed like a strange dream 
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A Shocking Account 
Of The Perverted 
Thrills Practiced 
By A Famous 
New Orleans Beauty! 


By 

John 

Friedmann 


Beautiful and brilliant, exquisitely dressed. Madame Lalaurie. a mem¬ 
ber of one of the most distinguished families of Louisiana, in a frenzy 
lashed the razor-sharp tongs of the whip into the naked body that cringed 
before her. The slave, a dark-skinned man of about thirty yearn, had his 
arms twisted around his body in such a contorted position that he was 
now a hopeless cripple. 

Exhausted, her beautiful gown darkened at the sides with perspi¬ 
ration. Madame Lalaurie handed the whip to her favorite, a sleek-looking 
young mulatto. She leaned against the old brick of the slave quartern as 
her body experienced a perverted ecstacy. Her lips were taut and slightly 
apart. Her eyes flashed each time the mulatto cut the whip into the already 
torn flesh of the slave. 

When the slave lapsed into unconsciousness, the glaze left her eyes. 
Without speaking she left the slave quarters with the mulatto walking 
silently Ijehind her. She walked across the enclosed courtyard and strode 
into the kitchen. There, in the center of the room, the cook struggled to 
prepare the evening meal while shackled to a twenty-foot chain. The 
Negress was seventy years old and almost dead. Each day her mistress 
would enter the kitchen and find some fault with her preparation of the 
meal, then beat her until she dropped in anguish. Madame Lalaurie tasted 
the onion soup with a large wooden spoon. The body of the shriveled cook 
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this kitchen without *»i> permit- 
• she M reamed. Then the whip c ut 
the child's naked Body w»t|»o«*f 
mer( \ The girl ran into the house and. 
up lhe stairs to the r«•• »f to escape- the 
Burning "lash But the sadistic mad 
woman ns as right l>dutid bar. lhe gul 
could stand no more. Her Bod\ smashed 
onto the flagstones m the court', aid 
Mow. She whimpered softly for a few 
pitiful moments, then died. 

'Hie mistress suminmul her favorite. 
The mulatto threw the Broken bud> ni 
the ..lead girl to the bottom «*f an old 
well lust off tlie court card. 

J |, f ,,ld <n<4. was giirt-str»«. ken. She 
fell prostrate to the fh>oi and remaned sn 
a str.il.ge tongue. long since forgotten 
She he.ud the steps of fa r mistress coni¬ 
ine r ow. t rd the kitchen, but she didn t 
],.,4 up. ( .net had overcome the fear of 
the whip. Mad hopes <.4 revenue had. 
dulled the pain. Light. nine, ten strokes. 
Hut not a sound. m»t a whimper. 
Madame Lalaurie raised he r hand again 
but stopped. I d kill you, she said, but 
I haven't time to train another cook. 

1 he ap'd !>< k!v lay on the floor ipiivef- 
Mig 1 1 , Jin the heating. ()n!> the eyes did 
not shake. the lehellious black eves. She 
was sevent*. \ eat s < >ld. pfiv sic a IK hr,,km, 
and i*)i n* »t lone to live*. M't feme of 
these things could stop the mad plan 
from taking shape m bn head. A plan 
that would have t»* be tarried out 
because of th»* near miracle that was 
about to happen. 

The 1)1 uta! incident of the da\e girls 



Above: The restored mansion of Madame 
Lalaurie in New Orleans. 


death Was seen b\ a 

n# 

'ighib'*r 

h*! i i l< i 

ha on looking ' ait <4 

fie 

• wmdov. 

fhe 

tilii* 1 she ri.*j>-.«i ted 

it 

to the 

P olue 

Alt he 'iigb tin . in: idea 

, t , 

o: * urred * 

.-riv ni 

1 S i ) at a time -n Ann 

1 1« 

an Hi*.to, 

> v !■<•». 

ow n;j«g si t\ es **' .e e* 

ac 

« * pte<| . i 

f.v rung 

s ,:i ■ •. t’. i.r. . the ] 

1 > y ; 

r* Sadism 

of the 

f-f ime «aitr..ged tb* 


p-ople oj 

i s 

i s e , •. 

( ); le.uiv. and the autl 

boa 

r jt ;es wer* 

f- »r* ♦ • [ 


tw take act:* *11 

Madame Lalaurie Wav ordered U:t<» 
*.»urt. She wav made t*» pa\ a hue; and 
all • 4 her slaves were taken from he? 
to be void at public auction to the 

highest Bidder 

Hearing this the slaves wen* over- 
!.• »\ ed' It did not matter who their new 
niasteis would Be Most *.4 the slave 
owners were detent people who treated 
their sj.jvt-s with kindness. To Madame 
L daune s slaves Being Bought B\ a new 
maste r amounted to a pardon front hell. 
It seemed as though )u>h* e were about 
?•» triumph. 

Madame Lalaurie s slaves Were taken 
B\ the sheriff to the auction Block. The 
lot of them stood there, still fearful, but 
with great c\pevtations of a future free 
at last from their mad mistress But this 
was not to Be. 

The Mef’arthvs. in order to maintain 
their power and “dignity. Imught up 
every last slave that was placed on 
auction. Then, the eminent relatives of 
Madame Lalaurie handed them Bark to 
her. \o one Was spared' 

The story of Jekyll .md Hyde by 
H*.4left Loins Stevenson w.r a work c*f 
fiction. But it may easily Base heen in- 
spiretl Bv the cruel, though at times 
fascinating Mad.one Lalaurie. In her 

early twenties she w as acc laimed as the 
m«»st be.iutibil woman in New Orleans. 
She was a gracious hostess, and even 
Lafayette, that democratic nobleman, 
dined at the table during a visit tc* New 
Orle ans in I's.Z’L He is said to have been 
ipnte impressed By her Beauty and wit. 
Here w a> a woman Born with the rare 
combination of Beauty and brilliance, 
and into a family of eminenc e. But at the 
same tune cursed hv the perversion of 
sadism — a malady w inch permits sexual 
gratification only Bv inflicting pain and 
anguish on a helpless victim. M adarrsr 
Lalaurie had three husbandy which 
seems to Bear out flu* theorv that she 
was imt t* h> successful m the role of a 
wife. Her third husband. Dr. Lours La- 
home. was ruled by her as were her 
slaves She dominated all that she came 
in contact with. Her mansion at Hoy a I 
and Hospital Stree ts now tew. XicolN 
•St. 5 was one of the most lavish and 
sumptuous in the French Ouartrr 

\N ith all the influence of her family, 
along with their almost complete control 
over the local authorities it seemed cer¬ 
tain Madame L.daurir would go on m- 






















definitclv with hei sadistic practice* I n 
til the suk idr of the slave girl the final 
|M>lice had taken no action against her 
In tat I h.ul if not b«*en for the statement 
of an cvr-witncss, it is doubtful that the 
authorities would have aeted. And when 
the\ ilitK it turn<*d out to lx* a faree. 
with Madame 1 .alaune regaining posses¬ 
sion **f all her s|a\ rs. 

Madame Lilauric continued her mad 
practices with even a greater fur\. The 
oh! took reali/tnl she was near death, 
and death was not an unwelcome visitor 
t»i these* tortured souls. But the screams 
and the * moans of tht* little girl filled* her 
with a pnr|>ose. A purpose that would 
not let her die* 

l’p in the attic Madame I^daurie held 
«ven of her slaves, four men and throe 
women All seven were completelx 
naked and at her mercy. All of them had 
coarse iron bands around their necks, 
wrists and ankles; these were rivetixl to 
long heavv chains to render them com¬ 
pletely helpless. Some of them were 
crippled hv the contorted positions in 
which their mistress had manacled them. 
Two of the neck collars were covered 
w ith spikes. The* room s only furnishings 
were instruments of torture; heavy 
whips, long sharp pieces of metal that 
dug into flesh until the screams reached 
the desired pitch. Each day thrv aw aited 
the entrance of the mad woman, and she 
never failed to appear. \ annus tortures 
were carried out. each time some new 
little agotiv the mistress had just devised. 
V\Ten she Ixxame exhausts! from wield- 
ing the whip the hutler took over. As 
the razor-sharp thongs dug into the un- 
prntected lx k lies she would lean back, 
her lxxlv fret* to experience its |K*rverted 
ecstac v 

A \ear went b\ ip this way. The* tor- 
tured blacks hojxxl onlv for death as 
their salvation from their existence of 
horror. Then on April 10, 1 SO. death 
seemed close at hand. The smell of 
smoke filled the attic. The mansion was 
afire! At last, the crude, old fire*wagons 
reached the scene With their stream of 
water buckets they attempted to put out 
the blaze. 

Judge Canonge of Criminal Court, 
with the help of Felix Lefebvre and sev¬ 
eral other men. broke the links of the 
heavy chains. The seven living-dead 
were earned and half dragged from the 
attic A crowd had gathered around the 
mansion. They offered food and drink to 
the pitiful creatures, some* of whom had 
not eaten in almost a wn*k But the tor¬ 
ture and malnutrition had progressed 
too far, two of the slaves ate* some food 
and died. The othits were confused bv 
the first humane treatment they had re¬ 
ceived since entering into servitude of 
the mad mistress. Doctors treated their 
wounds. 


I ht* crowd outside the mansion was 
horrified In the condition of the si i\<■* 

1 he flic brigade worked frvcrtshlv until 
the last flames flickered out. Then, the 
aged cook was carried from the* kitchen 
where she had been manacled so long 
Without tear she confessed that she* hail 
started the* fur Her onl\ regret was that 
it had not destroed the- mansion along 
with her mistress. 

The outraged citizens of \ew Orleans 
waited outside expecting am moment 
to sec* the |volu e arriv e- and apprehend 
Madame l^ilatirie for the* sadistic crimes 
she* had committed without remorse. She 
was certain to he* carried off to prison. 
Tins was s un it/ hevorx! the influence of 
her family 1 The crowd waited. Two 
thousand of them. Through the windows 
she (cml([ Ik* seen talking to her friends 
as though nothing had hap]x*nrd. She 
"as again the lx*w itching. grac ious host 
ess m c ontrol of even tiling. 

Hours jrassed. hut still the jxrlicc did 
not arrive* Madame Lalaurie had won 
again 1 Tin* c rowd lx*ci}mr angry. To pro¬ 
tect his mistress, the hutler finked the 
iron gates to the courtyard and barren! 
the heavv door XJie decent citizens lx*- 
<Mine a rnoh. Ix*nt on vengeanee. Shouts 
of outrage* against Madume * Lalaurie 
could not lx* shut out by the barred 
doors The* mob began battering against 
the* stone wall, hut it hefd. Then, thev 
hi* gan to smash the* windows; and with 
this act they toAk the law into their own 
hands 1 Suddenly the crowd fell back as 
the huge gates were thrown open. A 
team of sleek blac k horses cut through 
tlu* crowd pulling a carriage behind 
them The mulatto was at the reins, 
wielding 1 1 is practiced whip. The mad¬ 
woman was crouched down inside the* 
carriage For the first time in her life she 
was feeling the wrath of others. The 
crowd pursued the carriage, hut the 
horses I Milted fret* and raced up Hospital 
Street lx*yond their reach. 

loiter, the carriage returned with onlv 
the* hutler at the reins. Hi* was spotted 
on Buyon Hoad bv the* mob. They pulled 
him down from the box and beat him to 
death. The crowd looked in vain for the 
woman. When thrv could not find her 
thev vented their anger on the carriage, 
destroying it completely. 

Madame Lalaurie escajxd death. But 
her infamy followed her until her death. 
The* mad mistress and her husband 
turned up in New York. But thev were* 
marked |x*opfi\ In public theatres they 
were roundlv fiooed and hissed. She had 
attained a poetic justice. The seeds of 
physical torture* she had sown reaped a 
harvest of disgrace* and mental torture 
Physical torture has its limit - the limit 
of death* But tlx* torture of tlx- mind 
knows no such Umndv Tht* mad mis¬ 
tress in disgrac e, and fearful of a possible 
death awaiting her, never returned to 


New Orleans She was doomed t<» hvr 
out tlx* lnii.iMii!« r of l>« r L!. M .rn.d h\ 
the World the w . »» j,| fh.it h e! - hm « ,«• 

sjxxtded like .i pupjx-f to her even 
gesture. 

The old rook had ga/ed in dislx-hv f 
at what V\.|S happening She had seen 
her once proud and mights misto-vs 
for her Ilfs* And now. the mansion -a. !imli 
to her seemed a prison was being de 
strov«*d After the carnage had e vade*! 
the mob it took its fi listiatr<! ange r out 
cm the mansion itself Lvei wmclow was 
smashed and all the flours broken in 
*1 he sumptuous furnishing were de 
stroved Tlx* expensive paintings were 
pulled off tlx* walb ami tlx- t arpets 
rippc-d up. 

1 lx* old cook thought exultant and 
m triumph that s/n* m her own fear 
lews, courageous wav had bee n tht c ause 
of it 1 She alone* had started the frenzied 
chant of events that had clestfov imI her 
mad mistress Then she thought of the 
(had little girl who had soothed her 
laccrat<*d hack. \ rngeatxv was he rs* 
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HIS NEXT TO LAST SPREE 

( * »i11 itiiu < 1 I i' »fii 'm 

She was too thirsty for resist¬ 
ance. He slipped off her shoes with 
ease: she unbuttoned the woolen 
dress as he kissed her neck. He felt 
a prod in his stomach; his heart 
attain. It was accelerating like the 
motor of a racing car; he had no 
doubt that this suspense was the 
purest danger to his life. Hut then 
the thought passed: he knew he 
could no more stop the tire in hi> 
flesh than the log could stop burn¬ 
ing in the fiepiace. 1 he fire flick¬ 
ered l>ehind Cole, sending lances of 
gold across Kvelyn’- nude body. 
He held her twisting back in In¬ 
arms. unbelievably warm and 
young. 

He had returned to his own 
youth; the delight of it all was -o 
distilled, so overwhelming, that he 
had no intention of stopping, even 
if killed him. It would In* a sweet 
death, he thought. 

' Darling!” -he said. She'd seen 
the perfume bottle; he now slip[>ed 
the glass stop| k.t from the top. Kve¬ 
lyn *s breath came fast as he stroked 
the delicate scent into the silk of 
her skin. He methodically started 
under the brown, fluffy bun of her 
hair, worked down to the clavicles, 
the shoulder blades, the wide cir¬ 
cle- of her breasts, the white stom¬ 
ach. The pure fragrance envelo|H*d 
and stirred him Hoses. 

He came out of his clothe- at last. 
The voluptuousness of the |H*rfume 
and the woman made hi- heart 
ln*at ferociou-lv, made him wait 
once more for the light bulb to ex¬ 
plode lietweon hi- rib^. for the 
-harp agonizing pain in In- arm. 
Hut once more, he sailed through 
t he pleasure safely; he was dest ined 
to make this woman happy 

“Please’ she cried. He final!v 
gave himself to her. slowly, sensing 
her climatic passion The warm, 
strong rush of blood made him 
tingle, then relax as he hadn’t for 
a long time. Holding Kvelyn. he 
watched the embers in the fireplace. 
Could Tichv have lieen wrong? 


Cole slept well during the night. 
Once, toward morning, he awoke 
to reach for her at an instant when 
she was reaching for him. Their 
naked bodies pressed together in 
the lx*d. and then they loth fell 
asleep once more. 

H<* ro-e late, and Kvelyn made 
him a breakfast of choj*s and liver, 
toast and coffee. He felt proud 
w hen he walked out proud of him¬ 
self and his conquest. He had 
shown initiative, and changed the 
pattern of his life. He suddenly 
knew that he was going to live And 
differently, too. 

The coffee had no adverse effect 
on hi- heart, and the meaty break¬ 
fast gave him strength. He moved 
erectly under the poplars. An am¬ 
bulance clanged past him He 
looked at it with amusement. He 
wa- well. The sun on his face, he 
strode a* ros- the hospital lawn, and 
up the steps. 

The receptionist was drinking 
tea. She didn't see Cole. The nurses 
had their backs to him. studying 
the ir morning instructions on the 
wall cliplx»ards. 

Hut when he entered his private 
room, his heart skip|>ed a l>eat. Of 
course, he thought. The night nurse 
had called Tit hy. and the cardiolo¬ 
gist had alarmed his wife. Both of 
them stood then 1 waiting for him. 

Cole carefully closed the door. He 
turned, squaring his narrow should¬ 
ers 

‘’You look good,” Tichy said. 
“Pink cheek- and all.” 

Cole didn't answer His wife 
c ome toward him. He saw that her 
face wa- still flushed with anguish. 
She didn't dan* to ask where he'd 
been, and he realized that their re¬ 
lationship after all these* years - 
had entered a new phase. He would 
no longer Ih* the docile dog of a hus¬ 
band He'd work and provide, sure. 
Hut he would also buy himself a 
rifle to hunt, and if he wished, he 
would travel His rtdiellion had 
made him a master. 

"Come on, Irma’” he said. “Pack 
m\ bag* b.*t’s go home . . .” 




BAWDY CITY 


Another miner Out deer iu ntmcj 

He >hot at a deer and missed tn»_* bu! 
let p*owmg into a slope The miner 
tracinq the course of the bu^et found 
that it had uncovered a m!vc' vem which 
resulted in another great stiver strike 
into leodvrlle came CJ mounting flood 
pf m m e ' > a am biers pickpocket** 'urn 
b e r (a«: k s ba f ^eepers tcamste f s smelter 
hands e n q■ r ; ee' s do< tor s qua*. k *, t. ot 
ton planters scarlet women and schoo' 
nr astc r s Almost C‘V o’ • fOi.e and nation¬ 
ality was r e p r e sent e d t h e * e 

Pnces soared lots which had once 
so'd *ot 5 ' ~ >umped to $ 4 and 

5 5 000 O n Chestnut Street the ma• n 
♦ h o * o u q h r a * e lots s o * d for $25 0 a foot 


♦ho'Ouqhta'e : ofs so id for $ 2 0 b 1 a *oot 
T t-- e f e •*» a s > o n e « ? o b c n 1 a d e < n ’of s 
2' e s p e * o d o e *. ? r • »;• d *o * a k e thea w a r 

*rom *!'»;< miners and f CSe*' t h e -■»' they 

u n 'o ed • # >e > ? '• ■ .i|.»*ed b » ♦ h e A ve 

nue P'e* t»?e p a-' For a time, the 


e p **- ■ b *ie r 'a 


congregation nob nobbed w • ♦ h the 
c ico* s T f \ f d•»>cicd to rcc * th t .fTi ov..'t in 
0 cj * * 1 e bu* wtsen the desperadoes ^ood 
the?' g r o<jnc? the church thought better 
of r The* deoded ■ o t a * e ♦ to >' ou r * 
Fmal 1 , they abandoned if a n d bu • 1 1 the»r 
C h u I C h 0 1 S e W h e r c 

No person was safe on the .t'i;-c':> of 


e T h; n a *. w e r 


'Owded *haf 


whcjt he thought w.-js ••n.n.t bu? 

w h •<; h 1 n reality W a \ O n» e r , p r • v o ♦ e 
a n d ; e a! O u s 1 y q u a r d e d O * 

Chestru* and Ha", n Streets were 
SO'idiy built up With and bus ness 

houses with every th.rrj r. r f_ f * r. door 
Opening ,r .?0 a saloon State $tre«?t 
above C n e s ? n u t was > n e r i w a h. r o * h < n q 
but saloons, g a m b' • r g h e : * c c j n <. »:• h. a 11 * 
and sporting hOuf.es Abo«e S*a»e wt ./;h 
was Mam were : oca tod the hr,h ,-onab e 
bagn.os of Maine Mo, and Sa ;: . Purple 
Beh >nd these ran Carbonate A the 

Home of thr- Carbonate King-. I* was 
a bica* and dusty street hned with 

m a r m o n • 

law and order had to ' ome After 
several unsur ( e* vfu! attempts to keep a 
town marshal, cat I' of whom was soon 

< • 'i 1111 n H d ( )n I V i!«, • 
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Sex Pleasure in Marriage 

A nr« book .»« the *ubject of intimate 

marital relations 

Chapter* include Sea Picture the 
NcKlfctrd An; A H u*band * Erotic 
Concept* Compared to C ’ 

Overcoming Block- «« Sc* «««»«•«: 
fj ,n and Fiction About Sexual Com- 
natihilm ; Ch.ldho.Hl Se« Act.vrt.e.; 

I r ( an Sex I’lea'.ire l ead to Pervrr- 
Courtship Technic in Marriage. 
Frolic Preliminaries at Practiced 
lhronghout Ihe World (both manual 
and oral) . Pmtural Variations and the 
Resultant Advantage and Disadvantage 

Sene Sex Life 

Wr idiinot rrn-rnmrml thi* honk i«mi 
liighlv. It wj* tor vr.ir> restricted to 
»I'M t«»rs to |>r prescribed to patients %uf- 
t*rmg trom *rxujl rnatadiu*ttnent. Now 
.tv .11 lablt- to the general public in a com¬ 
plete! \ u»k\ purgated edition. While the 
entire subject of sex in marriage is cover¬ 
ed. especial cmpha*i* is placed on a- 
chn \ jug the proper rnent.il attitude, pre- 
nut.il '»iiniiiaiion and th< woman's part 
in ttiit.il movements. Ihe subject of a* • 
trf>uibi< »nd nun-a< * *-piabit sexual activ ¬ 
ities js discussed tor the bench! of couples 
v\h‘* f 11> have doubt* about sortie of 
'heir >oi«mI pr;n ticcv 181 pp. Pr ice $ 2.50 
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A History of Sox Custom* 

Here i* a complete vex history of man¬ 
kind, starting with the cave man. 

The author, Richard t.rwirwihn, M.D., 
detail* Mich interesting aspect* a* family 
life without marriage, experimental 
marriage, F.gyptian incest, temple hro- 
theU, homosexual prostitution, circum¬ 
cision, Hindu sex practices; 

F.rotic lives of (irerk Amaions, the 
hetairar, lesbianism, Roman sex attitudes, 
erotic art and poetrv, Mohammedan sex 
legislation, intercourse with the devil, 
sex live* of witches, morals «f medieval 
knights ; 

Origin of the rhastiv* belt, regulation 
of prostitution. Renaissance morality, 
erotic court life, scientific sex discoveries, 
prostitution and espionage, obscene lit¬ 
erature. prudery, masturbation preven¬ 
tives, roval mistresses, eroticism in the 
drama and the novel, emancipation of 
modrrn women. 

In addition, there are 48 illustrations 
depicting erotic dances, paintings, book 
illustrations, historical nuditv, etc. 424 
pp. $5.95. 


Price 50c each. 
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Female Si-, Hibi., 
Voyeurism 
l nconvention.il Sex 
Diary of a Sexologist 
The Intimate Fmhrace 
Sexual Disparity 
Sex and Pornography 
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Normal Sexualitv 


Bride and Groom 

By F. M. Rossiter, M.D. Chapters 
include After The Honeymoon, The 
Male Sex Organs, The Female Sex Or¬ 
gan*. 'I he Breasts As An F.rofic Factor, 
Conception and Childbirth, Sexual Re¬ 
sponsibility Causes of Sexual Failures in 
Husband*. Frigiditv in Wives, Fliminat- 
mg Difficulties, Sex Facts For Married 
Couples. Preliminary Coital Technique, 
Coital Positions <1 to 15), Technique of 
Coital Movement*. The After-Play, Body 
Hygiene, (ilmvjry of Sexual Terms in¬ 
cluding pronunciation guide. $2.50. 


Sex Happiness in Marriage 



We consider this one of the best 
books on *rx available today. Written by 
Henry and Freda Thornton with a fore¬ 
word by Harrv Benjamin, M.D. The 
contents cover the entire subject of sex in 
marriage, vs ith especiil emphasis on 
small but important piece* of information 
generally overlooked in more expensive 
book*: shaving the genital*, toilet tech¬ 
nique, use of perfume*, beginning coitu*, 
vaginal contractions, fingering, prolong¬ 
ation, douching, clitoral stimulation 


forms of sex dalliance, undressing tech¬ 
nique. matching disproportionate organs 
etc. 

In addition, chapters deal with such 
sfan l.ird *ubject* a* ex anatomy, obsta¬ 
cle * to coitu*. masturbation, contraception, 
psychological factor*, common errors, 
coital movements, cleanliness, kissing, 
etc. One of the levs books with photos of 
both male and female sex organs. 

Restricted to married persons and those 
in professional life. 155 pp. Price $2.50. 
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BAWDY CITY OF THE OLD WEST 

* (Iontinned from Page 7 f i 
carried off to Boot Hill, Mart Duggan 
was hired. Duggan wos a killer, with 
seven notches filed on his guns. But 
LeodviHe had to hove someone tough to 
handle the lawless elemente, and Dug¬ 
gan was the man for the job. He would 
parade up and down the streets, 
weighted down with guns, shooting any¬ 
one he took a dislike to. Duggan was a 
powerfully-built man of medium height, 
who would boldly challenge any of the 
desperadoes *o duels. When he could 
not pick a fight with them, he assaulted 
innocent citizens. 

"Come bock here, damn your soul!" 
yelled two store clerks, as they chased a 
starving prospector down the street, 
after he had stolen a can of peoches 
from the store. Finolly overtaking him, 
the clerks recovered the peaches and 
beat him senseless over the head with 
a two-pound weight. 


The sawmills were screaming on the 
timbered slopes and flats near the 
camp, cutting a million feet of green 
lumber a week, but still the camp cried 
for more lumber. A green pine shack 
was erected in a day, and sometimes it 
disappeared even quicker. Sometimes a 
miner would come in from a hard day's 
work and find that his cobin had been 
torn down and hauled away by thieves, 
who hod resold the lumber to another 
miner. 

"Haw" Tabor, after he become o 
Carbonate King, hod bricks shipped in. 
A bank was built out of them, and it 
was known as Tabor's Bank. Soon, other 
brick buildings w<*e put up; many are 
still standing in leadville today. 

By 1880 Leadville had an estimated 
population of 25,000 to 40,000. The 
leadville Chronicle, Jhe local newspa¬ 
per, stated that the town had o popula¬ 
tion of 60,000. The new camp now had 
o hospitpl, two large and severol small 
hotels, fourteen smelters, two banks, 

a 


and a telephone exchange The ex¬ 
change wos operated by mole opera¬ 
tors, as the language over the lines, 
spoken by the miners, wasn't fit for 
ladies to hear. Eight miles of streets 
wound up ond down the gulch and 
across the pine flat. In summer, the dust 
was settled by water thrown from a bar¬ 
rel, which was balanced on a one horse 
cart. Many called it the "squirt wagon." 

The two large hotels in Leadville were 
the Gronde and the Clarendon — both 
well known in their day. The Grande 
Hotel, built around the old City Hofei on 
Chestnut Street, attracted the more 
sober ond respectable people. It was 
owned ond operated by Thomas F 
Walsh and his wife Walsh struck it rich 
later in the towering San Juans in south¬ 
west Colorado. He moved to Washing¬ 
ton and built a large and costly mansion 
on Massachusetts Avenue to dazzle for 
rign correspondents and Copdol sod 
ety. Walsh had a peculiar personality 

5 Continued On Page 8? ) 
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You can investigate full time for one company — or earn $3 
to $10 an hour in your mi n business. No prior experience or 
higher education needed And age is no harrier. Here is a 
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INVESTIGATE ACCIDENTS. We train you. 
Then we assist you to step into an ex¬ 
cellent position — or to develop your 
own lifetime business. 

A. J Allen earned over $2,000 in ten \*eeks Garv Williams 
doubled his former salary. Jessie Hill says "Had I not learned 
of l T niversal Schools’ Accident Investigator Course I wnuld 
still lie just another time card punt her;, hut todav I have .» 
wonderful position, and I receive $3 OO an hour plus an 
expense allowance ” 

RIGHT NOW the Accident Investigation and Ad¬ 
justing Field offers you a tremendous future Here’s 
why. This i ltd I business distributes more mm\r\ 
than any other sen ice industry Last \ ear alone 
over 200 MILLION ACCIDENTS had to lie inves¬ 
tigated for Insurance Companies. Airlines. Rail 
roads. Steamship Lines, and Government Offices — and the 
need for trained men is booming! 
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time — and than helped them add thousands of dollars to their j Name 
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SPREE’S roving 
photographer has 
done it again! 

One evening re¬ 
cently while chomp¬ 
ing leisurely on a piece of pizza 
in his favorite restaurant, he heard 
the romantic strains of bongo 
drums coming from the next 
booth. Turning around.he 
saw two dark flashing eyes staring at him, while the 
beautiful owner of those orbs smiled and said. “I 
know you. You are SPREE’S roving photographer, 
are you not?” 

Our photographer slowly swallowed his piece of 
pizza, then said, “yeah, that’s right.’’ 

“Well,” sighed the dark-haired beauty, “my name is 
Gina Held and I would like to pose for you.” 

“What did you say?” shouted our photographer, try¬ 
ing to make himself heard over the sound of the bongos. 

The lovely Latin gave her drums a final tap and re¬ 
peated, “I’d like to pose for you.” 

Spooning his spumoni, our photographer slowly 
looked the girl over. And she smiled proudly as she 
arched her back, posing so that he could get the full 
effect of her face and figure. “Will I do?” she asked. 









Here Is An Intimate Look 
At The Natural Charms 
Of A Latin Lovely! 











“Well ..said our photog¬ 
rapher, trying to appear non¬ 
chalant. “you've got a nice 
face, kid, but it’s hard to tell 
about your- figure. I’ll have to 
see it first before I decide defi¬ 
nitely.” And he blew cigarette 
smoke in her face gently. 

“You want to see my figure 
in this place?” Gina asked, 
blushing modestly. 

Our photographer knew he 
was ahead of the game, so he 
took a slow look around the 
dimly-lit pizzeria before rest¬ 
ing his eyes back on this inno¬ 
cent beauty. Her soft, appeal¬ 
ing face wore a look of worried 
bravery as she contemplated 
revealing her figure in a public 
place. “Nah ... I guess not,” 
said our photographer, letting 
her off the hook; “I guess we 
can do it at my place. Come 
on.” 

“Oh, thank goodness,” said 
Gina, and she picked up her 
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bongoes and followed him out 
Later at his apartment, mn 
roving photographer got to set 
(iina's figure . . . and it was ev¬ 
ery hit ;i> good as he knew it 
would he! AndTiina. who had 
never posed professionally be¬ 
fore. turned 014 to he a won¬ 
derfully natural model. So the 
session went beautifully, with 
Ciina netting in a few bongo 
licks every now and then when 
things were going slow. 
















“Hello There 
Handsome," said 
Gina; “I Want To 
Be A Model In 
Your Magazine." 
-And So She Is! 
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♦ Continual from Page 7"> 
He would not occept a partnership with 
King Leopold of Belgium in developing 
mines in the Congo. His daughter mar¬ 
ried one of the McLeans, then owners of 
the Cincinnati Enquirer and influential 
Washington Post, and he became the 
grandfather of the world's richest baby. 

There were many who struck it rich 
and went on a world spree. Then, after 
o fewjwonth* or # a year, they were back 
in Leodville, broke, and trying to locate 
another silver vein. They could not stand 
success. One Irish miner who struck it 
rich carried a huge gold watch around 
with him. He could Rot read it; and when 
asked what time it was, would jerk out 
the watch anjl soy: "See fer your- 
ownself!" 

"Haw" Tabor was one of the most 
fortunate men to strike it rich; but like 
most other Carbonate JCings he went in 
for gold watches, horses, champagne 
and diamonds. He owned a dozen huge 
gold watches ot one time. He spent o 
fortune to buy a rare diamond, which 
was said to hove once belonged to 
Queen Isabella of Spain. 

One of the Gallogher brothers 
around the comp never forgot the un¬ 
fortunate miners who did not strike it 
rich. On receiving his share of $225,- 
000 for a mining claim, he went into the 
streets of Leadville and bought every 
poor acquaintance a new suit of clothes 
of the best quality at the highest prices. 
He took them to the gay and fashion¬ 
able Tontine for a great banquet, with 
oceans of champagne and all the pretty 
girls they wonted. One oldtimer in later 
years remarked that it was the happiest 
time of his whole life. 

"I'll be domned!" laughed a lowyer, 
when a newly-arrived Eastern tender¬ 
foot stopped him on the street and 
asked where he might obtain a permit 
to carry a gun. "My good man, arm 
yourself with anything you con lay hands 
< ( A>ntinut*<i On Page 88 ) 
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SPREE SCIENCE FICTION 


BY WILLIAM C. WESTON 


# 





Jago strode through the soft luminousity that passed for night in the great cities of the 
world in the year 2372. 

Everywhere he looked for pretty girls because he was gripped by a desire so great it was 
almost overwhelming. 

To divert his mind, he tried to imagine what it had been like when the cities had been 
lighted by the sun and the moon and the stars. That had been before the great force-fields 
had been built to cover every city like a concave lid, to protect them from attack from the hostile 

planets. 

Now the cities were lighted artificially day and night because the force-field also turned 
aside all light from the sun and the moon and the stars. Unfortunately it also blocked off 
any sight of those bodies and of the sky, a fact much bemoaned by many of the city-dwellers, 
especially those poets that lingered on. 

Jago saw the girl sitting on the bench and once again he was filled with hope because 
she looked ideal, with full, impudent breasts peeping out of her low-cut tunic. When he got 
closer, he saw that she had a sensuous face, with wide blue eyes, and yellow hair hanging 
to her bare shoulders. 

He sat down beside her confidently. Confidently, because he had never been rebuffed, 
since he was extraordinary handsome. He saw her eyes roam approvingly over his smoothly 
muscled body where it was not covered by his short tunic. 

They talked for a little while, and then he was holding her in his arms, kissing her lips, 
then her body. She responded hungrily for a moment, but then she pushed him away. "Qh — 
oh no," she panted. "Not here, someone will come along.” 

"Of course right here," he said. "Do you think I can wait?" 

"I don’t want to wait," she said. "But please — I just couldn't in public." # 
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“It won't be in public,” he said and 
laughed. From a |XK*ket he took a small 
black tube fashioned like an old-time 
flashlight. He pressed a button and 
swung the tube in a circle and they were 
enclosed within a shell of solid blackness. 

The girl clapped her hands “Oh. you 
have one of those new anti-light force 
blasters.” she cried. “My. you must I*• 
imj>ortant to have one of those. 

“Now no one can sec in or get in.” 
|ago said. “Or get out until I am ready.” 
he added. 

“Whv should anyone want to get out 
when tlicv are with such a goregous 
chunk of man?” the girl sighed. 

Jago laughed, but it was not a happy 


laugh He removed her tunic. his fingers 
lingering lovingly on her white IxkIv. He 
kissed her. pressing against her and once 
she gave a cr\ as if she was surprised — 
they were always surprised — pleasantly. 
Now he hoped that he would be sur¬ 
prise! — pleasantly. 

He found out soon enough that this 
time it was going to end just like all the 
other times. The girl had been passionate 
but nmv she w;ls limp, and when he 
touched her she* only whimpered. To do 
more would be nothing but rape and that 
would 1 h* bad if it were reported. Be¬ 
sides he prided himself on having all 
the decent human emotions and such 
violence was abhorrent to him. 


After the girl had gone, he *at for a 
l ing time on the bench. The city was 
bright now with artificial sunlight but 
he waited until it was time for the 
government offices to open. There was 
onlv one thing left to do. something he 
had hoped he would never be compelled 
to do 

The receptionist at the Division of Ap¬ 
plied Robotics called his name over the 
telannouncer and in a moment he was 
sitting facing Bretk. the Chief of the 
Division. 

Breck was a Urge, florid faced man 
whose genial good looks suggested the 
politician rather than the famous scien¬ 
tist he was. Actually, in his job. he had 
to be both. His face had lighted with 
pleasure when Jago came into his office, 
but when he told him why he had come, 
the smile left his face as he shook his 
head. 

“You're just like a son to me. Jago." 
he said. “But I simply can't do it. I have 
the strictest possible orders from the 
Supreme Council.” 

“It's terribly difficult for me to go on 
like this. I guess you could call it 
heredity,” Jago said. 

Breck sighed. “Yes, I guess you could 
call it heredity.” he said. “But we cer¬ 
tainly owe you a great deal for what you 
did in the Second Galactic War. Maybe 
you could use more credit-units — “ 

Jago shook his head. “I don't need any 
more.” he said. “My needs are simple 

“You could get more girls.” Breck said. 

“I don't want to buy them,” Jago said. 
“I can get all the girls I want, but none 
of them satisfy me That’s why I thought 
if I had one of the new female human¬ 
oids it might be better ” 

Breck shook his head. “I can't do it. 
Jago.” he said. “As you know, we never 
created female humanoid robots before 
because there was no need for them. But 
when we started to colonize Asian we 
were faced with a problem l>ecause 
women simpiv could not stand the cli¬ 
mate there. But you can't keep men on 
another planet for sears without making 
some provision for their sexual needs. 
So we had to create female humanoids; 
but it wasn't easy. 

“For one thing, we had to be very 
careful in selecting the human rncxlel for 
each female humanoid. The human 
model had to lx* sexually active; to send 
frigid female humanoids to Astari would 
lx* sillv On the other hand we thought 
it lx*\t to screen out prostitute types. It 
meant new research into rnlro-rnentalirs. 
but now at last we have female human¬ 
oids that will do even thing except bear 
children 

“There was one. rm second master¬ 
piece. Breck sighed “ \h NnrnlxT 267 
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Bass Fishermen will 
Say I’m Crazy ... 

until they try 
my method! 

But, after an honest trial, if you’re 
at all like the other men to whom I’ve ~ ^ 

told my strange plan, you’ll guard it with your last breath. 



I >on t jump at conclusions. I'm not m manufacturer of 
any fancy nr* lure. I have no re«-U or lines to sell. I’m 
-» pr,»fr-**ional man and make a rood living in my nro- 
,n. Hut my all-absorbing hobby is Ashing. And. 
by accident. I’ve discovered how to fo to water* 
that m• •*- ftsher-ni’n say are Ashed out and come in 
with a catch of the biffest boat that you ever 
saw T**.- savace old base that fot so big, because they 
wer* ’wise” to every ordinary way of Ashing. 

This MKTHUP is N« >T spinning, trolling, costing, 
fly fishing, trot hnr Ashing, set line Ashing, hand line 
Ashing, live bait Ashing, jugging, netting, trapping, 
or •■•ining N«« hvr bait «*r prepared bait is uard. You 
in carry all t hr equipment y**u need in onr hand 
The whole method can be learned in twenty minutes 
■twenty mmuies of fascinating reading. All the *x- 
i r» equipment you need, you can buy locall> at a cost 
of lews t han a dollar. Yet w it h it, you can come in after 
an hour or two of »he greatest rintrmrni of y«>ur 
lifr. with a stringer full. Not onr or two miserable 12 
or 14 inch over-s ied keepers —but Ave «»r six real 
beau’w-i with real poundage behind them. The kind 
that d *n‘t need a word of explanation of the profes¬ 
sional skdl of the man who caught them. Absolutely 
legal. t.*» n every state. 

This amazing method vu developed by a little 
group d professional fishermen Though they were 
puM;<- iru- bs», they* rarely divulge.l their met hod totheir 
patrodv They .j»»d t only when fishing for their own 
tables It is hi. that no man on your waters has 

ever seen if. ever heard of if. or ever used If. And 
when v iu havi given it the firs» trial, you will be as 
cl.*M*d -m. ut hed as a man w ho has suddenly discovered 
a f oil rn«r>e. Meca use with this met hod you ran fish wi th¬ 
in a hundred fee* .»f the best fishermen in the county 


and pull in ferocious big one* while they come home 
empty banded. No special skill is required. The method 
is just os deadly in the hands of a novice as m the 
handsof an old timer. My method will bediocloaed only 
lo those men in each area who will give me (heirword 
of honor not to give the method to anyone elae. 

Send me your name. Let me tell you how you can 
try out this deadly mrlhod of bringing in big bass from 
your local waters. I,et me tell you why I let you try¬ 
out my unusual me* hod for the whole fishing season 
without risking a penny of your money Send your 
name for details of my money-bark trial offer. 
There ia no charge for this information, now or at any 
other time Just your name ta all I ne**d. But I guar¬ 
antee that the information I send you will make you 
a complete akeptu—until you decide to try roy methyl’ 
And then, your own catche* will All you with disbelief. 
Send your name. todav. This will be fun. 

MIC G FARE. HIGHLAND FARR *4. IUINOIS 


ERIC G FARE. HIGHLAND RARK *4. ILLINOIS I 

f>ear Mr. Fare. Send me complete information | 
without any charge and without the slightest ob- j 
ligation. Tell me how 1 can learn your method of * 
catching big bass from waters many say are | 
"Ashed out.'even when the old timers are report- ■ 
ing "No l.uck." * 
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I Address . 

! cu> - 


I 


.Zone_Slate . j 








100 ft. 8mm Movies 
$2.00 EACH 

6 for only $10.00 

□ 8 till St Cyr "DANCE OF SAIOMC" 

□ 72 "PIN-UP POSES ' ct Tanya 

:: 83 Kalantan in "FIRE DANCE" 

□ &8 Jacqueline Hulrey ACROBATICS" 

Z 89 Jan MODELS LINGERIE 

□ 119 “SLAVE DANCE*' Sberee North 

□ 121 Sheree North .n “CAN CAN" 

122 "THE SULTAN'S FAVORITE DANCER’’ 

□ 136 "SCREEN TEST" of Betty Brosmer 

□ 165 Nejia Ate* "TURKISH DELIGHT” 

200 ft. 8mm Movies 
$4.00 EACH 

3 for only $10.00 

□ SO "MISS UNIVERSE CONTEST" 

□ 69 "UMERWATU SPEARFISNINS" in 

Yucatan 

□ 116 Eye Meyer in "COUNTRY 6IR(" 

□ 166 "IURLESMIEINC THE ADS 

□ 180 Eye Meyer m "PLAYMATE” 



5Oft. MOVIES 

ONLY $ 1.00 EACH 

6 FOR ONLY $5.00 POSTPAID 

Why pay $2.00 or more for 50-ft. ADULT movies 
when you can get the very best for only $1.00? 


:c 

03rDaf8 Cstermjn PIN UPS 

101 

CAUGHT IN BARBED WIRE ’ 

] 3 

RHUMBA AMALIA" Cuban 

102 

Soeree Norm m "EXOTIC 

23 

SILK STOCKING MOOEL" 


DANCER' 

30 

Gwen CaidweM "GIRL WITH 

Z i 08 

Nora Kn ght "EXOTIC OANCER” 


SI. 000.000 LEGS" 

... ;23 

CnoendtUe "FOLLIES STAR" 

46 

SEASHORE FROLICS 

125 

TEXAS LIL DARL'N ' 

49 

BEAUTY. PARAOE" 

Z 127 

Tempest Storm "DESERT 

54 

Jemma '“BURLESQUE STAR- 


DANCE" 

J 

LINGERIE MODEL 

Z Z9 

Sneree North "WASTE BASKET 

62 

Kalantan “DANCE NOCTURNE" 


BLUES 

64 

"WbMEN OF BALI" 

131 

L.noa THE SUNBATHER" 

68 

Oo Vooie “MODELS 

133 

UNDERWATER EXOTIC DANCE 


STOCKINGS" 


RHYTHMS" 

■ i 

C -V "AIRPLANE MECHANIC" 

~ 135 

"TURKISH BELLY OANCER" 

81 

Myrna Dean "EXOTIC OANCER" 

; 49 

L ar EXOTIC PARISIAN 

8? 

Kaantan n "BUOOHA DANCE' 

168 

A- »^e "BURLESQUE DOLL 

86 

"GIRLS WRESTLING" 


OANCE" 

8 ? 

Betty Howard m "EXOTIC 

; r :■ 

EXOTIC SWAN DANCE ' 


MAMBO" 

: 9 5 

LOUISIANA STRUT DANCE 

90 

Barbara N.cnds "MAMBO" 

■ • 187 

Jer-.ma SOUTH SEA BELLE" 

92 

Dolores Del Raye "ST. LOUIS 

r '~ 193 

Bia;e Starr "DANCE OF FIRE 


WOMAN" 

198 

Busty Brown "MAIO S DAY 

94 

HINDU TASSEL HASSELL" 


OFF" 

97 

Marilyn "BRASSIERE MODEL" 

2i 2 

"PINUPS" Betty Brcsmer 


- SPECIAL TO CLUB 
0 MEMBERS ONLY 

\ '' Regular $10 00 VALUE for $8 00 

m 

A ' 1 o»N# t •*.»» i'-O r o * D' i# o' J1 C OC ; 

DC Cl uc 


NEJLA ATES 

}} ?/ 

“TURKISH 

if i/ 

BELLY DANCER” 


— In Gorgeous Color ! 


8MM. MOVIE CLUB Dept 

480 le* inglon A vc , 

New York 12 N Y 

[ . Enclosed find $ Pleote rush the ADUtT Mo»>ri ch»<bed 

Alio send m* your newest and best Adutt moves COD every two months 
*t your spec^l price tor club members 

Nome 

Address 

C*ty .. Zone Slot# 





VOLUPTUOUS 


If you lik« »h#m luiom yew'll 
lik* my photos. Unrotowchod 
ori stwdios. Tho kind you loro 
to too. 2£ ewty $100 _ 

nr ▼ yTpTTTIirrTinMHS^ 51 
pc I lie N9W 



3 


UNUSUAL PHOTOS! 

A,- i ... • • ) ‘ \ ' 9 |" rr, 

• LINGERIE photos S3 00 

8 RU88IR CLOTHES PHOTOS 3 00 
8 RUBBER BOOT PHOTOS 7 00 
8 WET CLOTHING PHOTOS 5 00 
8 HIGH HEEL PHOTOS 7 00 

8 CORSET PHOTOS 7 00 

ALL 48 PHOTOS. ONLY S10 00 

PHOTRIX, 5880 Hollywood BUd 
Dapt L Hollywood 78 , Calif 



CONFIDENTIAL 

l* >cu :an keep a *ec'et. nobodv need 
kro* .Sear ano joy one of tbf 
iAof'1 \ imported Simulated Oia 

rr.c^.Js B- : l-am! C-jr a^tr *er> fia'd 
j t'jr tack, ffs f-rai and and Wul 
r send i0,» a One Carat stone $5 Value 
• and CaUJOf of R.nj ar*d Ea"<ng Mount 
r.gv toe just Si unde' Money Back Guaran 
nd NOW you 'I be amafed and delighted' 
• , Co . Dap* IS. W**ool.« 9 . W Vo 


BEAUTY IN PHOTOS 

^ y *.* GI os s > Photographs 

Size 4x5 Inches 

.« , Q^i'r-r 3d 24 36 df. 

• « '• t * ;.?4* Ir in b ack 

• i * • ** >*'• la'-'' E^-at.*, 

’ 4 »*: 3*i •" vi' a d i c^i A 


STOCKING POSES 

LAV^wE SE T 



1 of BOTH GIRLS 

S3 00 

E ♦ 4 . 1 Pr ~' 0 \ 

of 

GINA IN THE BEDROOM 

S3 00 

RENEE RELAXING 

3 00 

GINA ON THE COUCH 

300 

3 SETS 74 4 » 3 PHO 


BACK SHOTS 


70 4 > 5 PHOTOS 

’ A . . » • • '' A . 

30 4 . 5 PHOTOS SS 00 il 

U*« Lu» at Order Blank by checkmf the boa at 



RENEE FASHION CO 

BOX 7804 OEPT 120 
HOLLYWOOD 78, CALIf 
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Vf RChANDiSE 
•GUARANTEED' 

AH SAi.ES flNAL' 
NC SALES TO MINORS 


BAWDY CITY OF THE OLD WEST 

(Continued from F\iflp M ; 
on — tent stakes, iron pins, shotguns, 
anything before nightfall. Put a six- 
shooter in each pocket, and if anyone 
molests you shoot lively!" 

Anything was liable to happen — and 
often did — in Leodville. Holdups were 
pulled in the main section of the town in 
broad daylight. One miner was rdbbed, 
and after the bondit took the money, he 
walked on down the street as if nothing 
hod happened. The miner yelled to the 
law on o nearby corner. The low 
stopped the holdup bandit, and, after a 
whispered conversation with him the 
bandit come over to the miner and re¬ 
turned his money. 

The first insone person to be arrested 
in Leodville was charged with spending 
all his time in proyer and religious 
activities. 

One Sunday afternoon possersby 
along Tiger Alley were startled from 
their afternoon walk to see Hattie Gar- 
lock and Minnie Pillsbury, both stark 
naked, race for a bottle of whiskey. 

A smallpox plague, one of the worst 
in the history of the West, took o heavy 
toll in Leodville. In the summer of 1879 
a roging fire swept the city. The people 
fought the fire valiantly, and it was put 
out, and the town finally saved, but 
mony mines and buildings had been 
burned out before the fire could be 
extinguished. 

"HELL ON THE ROAD - FIGHTING 
ALL ALONG THE BOULEVARD" is the 
headline in an old copy of the Leodville 
Democrat. 

"Sunday is always on occasion for 
fast women, rapid men, and all the 
sporting fraternity to air themselves on 
the beautiful drive. Toward evening 
these cheerful souls get hilarious. Pres¬ 
ently, some big double-decked rooster 
opened the ball by jumping at o small 
courtesan and smashing her nose. The 
matinee then began. One female armed 
herself with o beer bottle, and created 
on the head of o well-known gentleman 
several bumps not on his phrenological 
chart. He retaliated by taking a board 
and damaging her some. Scarcely was 
this over when another woman drew a 
revolver and began scattering goleno 


around in o particularly reckless fash¬ 
ion, and was only induced to stop when 
her solid man seized her by her false 
hair and mopped the boulevard with 
her. Her yells hod barely died away 
when another circus performance 
opened. We regret to announce that 
nobody was killed." 

Funerals were so numerous that one 
undertaker hod a sign in front of his 
place which said that there were 
cheaper rates on funerals for Saturday 
and Sundays, and a special bargain 
offer on four funerals at once. 

Some of the Carbonate Kings de¬ 
cided that Leodville was too primitive, 
and needed an opera house. So on 
opera house was built, and mony o fa¬ 
mous trouper played there in his day. 

Mony clubs sprang up, and there was 
no need for one to get lonesome. There 
were the Knights of Robert Emmett, Odd 
Fellows; Knights of Labor, Woodmen, 
Masons; Red Men, and o host of other 
clubs. Some of the Carbonate Kings 
tried to promote a club that would have 
cost $50,000, but the plan was 
dropped. 

In 1879, Madame Gollat, the noted 
French dressmaker, arrived in Leodville. 
The people all gathered at the ballroom 
of the Grande Hotel to hear her lectures 
and to see the fashions. Soon the more 
fashionable were seen on the streets, 
no! with homemade and city bought 
clothes, but clad in fashionable gowns 
— the latest styles direct from Paris. 

A woman's shrill voice was heard in 
the dead of the night; it was followed 
by the bark of guns. Open warfare hod 
broken out between two of the most 
popular "entertainers" — Mollie Price 
and Sally Purple. Their fashionable 
bagnios were next door to each other. 
Shots were poured into each house, 
while the male visitors almost broke 
their necks trying to escape out the back 
way. 8ullets whined ond ricocheted 
around the frightened citizens, who 
scattered for cover. Above the roor of 
guns could be heord the shrill high- 
pitched voices of Mollie ond Solly, curs¬ 
ing each other. 

State Street was o bod place to ven¬ 
ture after nightfall. Many a miner reeled 
drunkenly down the poorly-lighted street 
late ot night, never to be seen again. At 





th« corner of Harriion the street became 
even worse It finally ended among the 
pines on the sand flat in two dark lines 
of cribs — the notorious Coon Row and 
still more notorious French Flat 

Above State ran frightful Stillborn 
Alley, for there were many evidences of 
abortion and infanticide found here 

Gambling was o big pastime for 
many., and a full-time profession for 
others The limit at many banks was $25 
a card but on some there was no limit 
At the famous Texas House, one of the 
largest gambling hells in Leadville. Kitty 
Crawhurst. a lady gambler, ran the 
games. Many men lost or won as much 
as $10,000 at one sitting here. Bailey 
Youngston, one of the owners, had been 
an interior decorator at one time, and 
he mode the Texas House a place of 
beauty and fashion On one occasion 
the Texas House gave a party for all the 
Carbonate Kings, and others who had 
money in Leadville It is said that among 
the selected guests there was S80 mil¬ 
lion m capital represented 

After the party the men were in¬ 
vited to a special room upstairs where 
they engaged in a poker game The 
game opened with $1 25 a card and 
with no limits It lasted for about an 
hour and the house did not win a single 
time, as was intended, the house lost 
about $30,000 But that could be easily 
made back in the next night's gambling 
with the some men 

By 1881, Leadville had subsided. It 
was no longer a wild, bleak, straggling 
settlement, law and order was coming 
in to stay Civilization was reaching the 
camp Denver had challenged it, and 
many were leaving Leadville and going 
there Denver was taking Leadville's 
place 

Today, little remains of Leadville. In 
the 90s, gold was discovered and the 
comp enjoyed o small boom, but that 
boom did not approach the boom of 
eorlier days 

Since 1 900 Leadville has been grow¬ 
ing smaller and smaller Today there is 
only o tenth of the population that it 
contained m I 879, There are only three 
or four thousand people here Chestnut 
Street, once so loud and boisterous, now 
lies m decoy and rum Tabor's Bank of 
Leadville is now boarded up The*Tobor 


Opera House has not had a drama pre 
sented on its stages for many years In 
1905 the building passed into the hands 
of the Elks The gay resorts have burned, 
rotted, or been torn down Today only a 
skeleton of the old Leadville remains 
No longer are the streets teeming with 
bearded miners in heavy boots and loud 
checkered shirts. No longer con be 
heard, up and down the valleys, the 
loud roar of stamp mills with their high 
iron chimneys 

Leadville lies sleeping under the sun 

and the sngw and — who knows — per 
• • 

haps drepming of the ghost of earlier 
days when the pulsing heart of the camp 
pumped with vigorous vitality 


PHOTOS 


PACIFIC PARADISE 
Absolutely authentic 
Inland girl* ofbrcath- 
taking beauty and itaturr. 

Sample pi* $1. airmailed. 

Pacific Islands Paradise 
P. O. Bo* 0 A Department 6A 
Agana, Guam Marianas Islands 
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Illustrated Booklets & Novelties 
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LIVE WIRE NOVELTY CO . Dap* uf 

121 last Broadway Bov 4 New York 2 N Y 


MUSCLE QUEENS 


Tht Iretifsl Bafts Itwrlty 
Bess iM ists KheNi Sat 
ttoia irta siutcitB sii4s«t 
inflifmf INir savartvll? 
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ACTION SNOT OS. 
Otpt MQ2 
114 last 32 Street 
New Yert IB, N T. 



UNCENSORED 

Neve' a gal 
like he* in 
a film like 
this torrid 
production 
Her body is 
sensational. 
She'll make 
you shudder 
"■Hi pleas¬ 
ure She’ll 
delight you 


ike greatest 

BURLESQUE 

MOVIE EVER MADE! 

You won’t believe your eyes 
when you see it. You’ll not part 
with it for any price. The film of 
the century can now be yours! 



GUARANTEED 

Your mone» baci» 
at once if t s 
not better than 
any you ve seen 


8mm Movie (50 feet) 53 00 
16mm Movie (100 feet) 56 00 
8 4i5 Photos 52 00 

5 2x2 Color Slides 52 00 

Melton 8mm Movie Viewer 54 95 

Sr 1 ' c*rck o< tion?* :■ jr . Sc C 0 0 i 

TIGER PRODUCTION LAB 

SOX 48993 MOUYWOOD 46 CAME 

Of Y6 
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NEW FIGURE 
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WET FUN" I 


Exclusive 

DUNKING" 


rtuioffut A Samples: 
50 cent* 

12 remarkable photos 
of well-dressed, drip¬ 
ping damsels: 

S3 00 

ACTION PHOTOS. Ospt Wf J 
1141.mt.NT.IS. NT. 


ADULTS: 


CONTINENTAL CO. 

MS GORDON Tf*t —CHICAGO 13 HI 


CONFIDENTIAL STRIP SECRETS!! 
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"VENUS THE BOOT" 
SHOWS ALL 
AND TELLS ALL 

in STRIPPERS 
SCHOOL BOOK 


wfuut THt tOOT*' TILLS AND SNOWS IN INTI- 
Jm 0CUII H0W SMI WAILS A 00. INC IS 
yOAN WITH PLIASUII. SHU50II WITH 01- 

“w »« «« FOi - 0.1 MO -o.r 

Th« m«n, Oftf'fO p*«*' tnd ,h « “„ C o“|h* 
photo* r«*»l th. p'OlewtoMl »w«U ol JM 

body povt.o" tni «*«''<* "> O*'*' 1 ' h * ” p 
p„t mt.tMt. a." t,*M |»mt."li h0 " 

*.p9.n -M MO. w »• P '"” " 
to t*>00 » .*•» Ch»pur» on youf *x*r rou 
photo* your tunc, routin.. «*»'"« toM.IrM*. 
^bO oil th« otho* b»c* *»*»« tkU'l* you need 
to LftOW 

See tewpe»t Storm, lenme lee p *"' ** *** 
»nd Other* dom| thetr e.ot.r be*« <o *nou. ( 
,ou ho« Send S? 9* todoy »or the cont.den 
„p, ve:rel* o* Amend* mo*t r. •’•••* 
STRIPPERS SC HOOL BOOK from 

1 VENUS, oZ* 59S 

7471 Hclrosc Aw . Los Aogtlos 46. CilrftfRU 



is hiMtiftftil . 1 1 1 <I tr1 1 1 \ wonflrifii! ’ 

Then I will vi*» to Asf.in |ag«. said 
hr ee k shook his In .mI XU \Mii know 
Vou cannot Vi" .iiiLwhi tr Miilt ss till’ 
(’imiiril .issivins \*»ti l<» .» mission ’ 

fh.it melil f.u*o \tr«nlr thr slm*f\ Hr 
s.iw |o\ris W.llkitni foi*rtli*‘r. sumellinrs 
p.msmv: .it .ui clrrtrii'\cr\n f<»i ,i lH»ttlr 
of thr iir\\l\ nopul.tr M.irti.m w mr nr 
hi.ilids 1 1 1«• M.titi.in clirn.itr li.id hrm 
found to h<’ idi .il for winr i*row ini^ Hr 
w ishrd th.it hr h.nl a t.istr for liipior 
h«»< .uisr flint it muiht hrlp him forvi«‘t 
thr -1v% fill Imnvirr .md disc luitrht tint 

\n .is w ith him 

And thru hr s.iw tii'i Shr was w.ilkmv! 
slow |\. look ini* .it r\rr\ tflllil* .is jf shr 
"rrr .1 str.mi*rr. ,in<l hr sni>rd .1 s.idnrss 
in he r 

ffrr lull NN.is hl.K k .IS oute r sp.irr .md 
sll<* W.ts 1 1 If 11 1 fs t . I s t.ill .is hr r * »r .1 wlillr 
l*r w.is ( 01 it rut t»» \N.ilk Ih hind f *« r rn- 
j«»\ini* tin* siviht of her lone r<Nif»d« d lrvjs 
show me hr|ow tin* short tunic Th«-n hr 
hurried to r.itrh up .md hrr f.wr sn.is 
th<* most beautiful hr had rvt r strn 
*D«) \ou mind if I walk with \oii / ' hr 
asked softh 

she looker) at him with eirat \ inlet 
r\rs I nn 1 s) 1 \on would she said “1 
frrl Ioih In - lorn 1 \ and afraid. 

\ por't wrote tfmsi- words a 1 * *r»e 
time aeo. |.u*n said. 

I am Ioim In and afraid 
In a w01 Id 1 iit'Vci m.iclr 
I)«i \ on frrl that ss. 1 \ too*' she 
asked. 

"Sometimes so much I think I can’t 
hear it am Ion err |.ii*n said 

Thr\ walked for a lone time and a 
wondrifnl thine happened It seemed 
as if thr\ knew r.icli others thouehts as 
if the thouelits passed throueh their eh 
tw med hands 

I love vou. |a 1*0 said "\\ hat is \0111 
n.imr?” 

\ man oner ( .dic'd hr Be llr//a. shr 

sale I 

I like- that I am called fai*o 
W ill \ oil take me somewhere. |aeo J 
A lone time ae‘» lovers wc-nt to where 
there was e<*iss and trees and where’ 
the \ could se e’ the* inoem and the- stars. 
|aeo said. I will take* \ mi to such a 
place*. 

Outside* the- « If \ the \ f« •• 11 it I a place* 
nn lure- a little- stream ran softh . and their 
we’ir even hielit Imds smijiiii; in the 
tiers kite air was soft and warm as 
tin n 1 ,1 n side I in side* on the grass, .md 
the heautN of the- e*' it moon and the- 
hnght stars nn.is on tins helming 

Ih kissed hel and she rrs|Hindi*d as 
no gnl had t-N c 1 elonr before- \nd 
through the* long night she nn as as e age r 
for Ins luNc as he- was t*» giNe it But as 


the- moon nn ancel she- \shisjxre-d irt h*s 
ear I must go now rnv l<»ve* 

So se m 111, Be lie //a** It srrrm that wr 
ha\e* be e n he ir together so slmrt a time# " 

I must go. she- said 
But nn • ss 1 1 ) < ofnr he re agaui tornor- 
i • »\n night. he nn hisj»er» 1 1 

I e an t I 1 an t r \« r again [ago 
But noh must. Be!lr//a I have 

\Naite-«l fm Mill \r) long 

“Toinoirow night 1 go for a ve*rv len»g 
iminie’N she san I And I nniII not he 
alloNNi’d to return 

\*»t allowed to return!* What talk is 
tins*' ()f e-oiirse Non ran return. Jago 
(lied "Where’ is tins place* \<m arc 

going-* 

’ r«‘in*»rioNN night I leave for Aston " 
A stare ()h in he cried. 

I he*?i Non know. -* sli#* said I IovchI 
\o«i no much 1 didn t want vou to know 
\ #, »w \c»u nniII hate- me* Von will think of 
me- as just a f/ilfig." 

I am just .1 thing ' [ago said “I am 
a human* »mI. just as n on are 

"But vou said vour iiarne is [agi» sl»e- 
said 

I nn as oIIonn eel to take a name In-cause’ 
rnv service's for the- C Mined he* said 
Bre*e k the Director of Robotics, sons 
that I am more- human than rneist of the 
people* he- know v 

Bre< k that is the- man who called 
me- Be lle //a. she said I am Female 
Humanoid Number 2b,. 

Bieek s pe • k e ■ of V oil. |.»go said The 
he*autlfiil one-. 

I duln t want to go to Astari B«’l! 
e //a said "!o be a filing for those men 
And ho\N that I have- met \ou |ago. I 
Mist e .in t d'l it. Oh NN I1.1 f IS the- matter 
with me that 1 cant unejue stioiungh 
folloNN m*. positr*»ni< patlwN.iN as a robot 
s 1 1• add J 

Because Bre0 k has made’ another 
te -| r i hit - mistake. logo cried out. “In 
Von he has c-reated a hum.mend that is 
too human, a io!>ot than can feci and 
Ion e. that « an <|urstion fate I too. nn.is 
made toe» perfect. The human model 
whose* rim ro e-lee trie patte rn 1 folloNN 
nn.is a gn at lover Bret k forgo 4 that 
when he made me but I have lice’ll 
c urse d bv tli.it all mv » viste-ne e But the- 
model had other epialitie s. the love of 
truth and lieautv A et 1 have onlv ln-e’ii 
use-d f<»r Nvar and destruction, 
f 1 l» lago nn hat can vn e- d o J 
lie kisse-el he r tciielcrlv “We ran do 
what lie* other robots ha\e- e-Nei done-. 
W e e an decide (Mil oNvn fate- 

She ItMiked at him. her great violet 
e-Nfs ste aelv and unatraid 1 am re . ulv 
she- said 

“I’list nn e - nniII NNafeli the sunrise. 

I a go s.uel It is verN InMutituI He put 
tl»e ele adlv little* dismfegratoi eleiNNU oil 
the- glass neat Ills hand and pnlle*d he*r 
(lose 1 
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Meet Gina Held: 
Exciting New 

Latin Lovely! . 




MORE ZANY HUMOR BY OMAR, THE YAKKMAKER! 


m 
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STRANGE LOVES OF THE SPACE AGE! 


Learn How Party Time Can Be Happy Time! 


HE WAS BRANDED BY SINGAPORE'S SADISTIC SEX SOCIETY! 











